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RICHMOND COLLEGE. 

DEDICATION. 
-To the learned lapidaries—the Faculty of Richmond College—who, 
-shaping the diamond in the rough, have oft cut deeply, yet never 
-failed to carve an intellectual jewel from the dull, dead stone . . . 
[ 4 ]  
PREFACE ^ 
. . It is with a feeling of trepidation, bordering almost on terror, that THE SPIDER, 
strengthened by the vernal sun, crawls forth to face the critical public. He quivers 
beneath the burden of his responsibility, for he is the precursor of a race of insects 
that hope to appear annually, clothed each year in a brighter garb. His very name 
is the symbol of industry and conscientious effort, but his enemies are legion. There 
are many, who, forgetful that the fairy fabric of his home is toilsomely spun from 
his very bowels, would crush him at the outset. To the literary entomologist THE 
SPIDER appeals for succor and indulgence, and to each and every one whose gaze 
he meets, he offers the allurements of that famed parlor wrought by perseverance 
and fashioned by industrious effort. 
'' He prayeth well who loveth well, 
Both man, and BUG, an d beast; 
He prayeth best who lovest best 
All things, both great and small." 
[ 5 ]  
THE FACULTY. 
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FACULTY. 
FREDERICK W. BOATWRIGHT, 
PRESIDENT. 
S. C. MITCHELL, M A.. 
Professor of Latin. 
A. MITCHELL CARROLL, M. A. PH. D., 
Professor of Greek. 
F. W. BOATWRIGHT, M. A., 
Professor of Modern Languages. 
JOHN POLLARD, A. M., D. D., 
Professor of English. 
ROBERT EDWIN GAINES, M. A., 
Professor of Mathematics. 
CHARLES H. WINSTON, M. A., LL. D,. 
Professor of Physics. 
JOSEPH RUFUS HUNTER, M. A. PH. D., 
Professor of Chemistry. 
WILLIAM D. THOMAS, M. A., D. D., 
Professor of James Thomas, Jr., School of Philosophy. 
ROGER GREGORY, B. L.. LL. D„ 
T. C. Williams Professor of Law. 
JOHN B. MINOR, B. L., 
Professor of Criminal Law. Evidence and Common Law Practice. 
INSTRUCTORS. 
S. C. MITCHELL, M. A., 
Instructor in History. 
ROBERT E. LOVING, B. A., 
Instructor in Latin and Mathematics. 
E. C. JAMES, 
Instructor in German. 
OSCAR L. OWENS, 
Instructor in Physical Culture. 
CHARLES H. RYLAND, D. D., 
Librarian. 
[ ' )  
PRESIDENT POA TWRIQHT. 
FREDERICK WILLIAM BOATWRIGHT was born in 1868, at White Sulphur Springs, West Virginia. He was prepared for College at the High School of the town of Marion, Va., where his father was, for 
many years, an honored and useful pastor. In 1883 he entered Richmond College, where he remained five 
years, graduating in June, 1888, with the degree of Master of Arts. While a student, Mr. Boatwright organized 
the course of training in the Gymnasium, and was its first instructor. During his last session he was also tutor in 
Greek. In his classes he always maintained a high standing of scholarship, and in all his intercourse with his 
fellow-students he exhibited those qualities of leadership, independence of action, soundness of judgment, facility 
of speech and readiness of pen, that marked him as a man of unusual ability. 
After graduation, Mr, Boatwright was for one year Assistant Professor of Greek and Director of the Gym­
nasium. But desiring to devote special attention to tne study of modern languages, he resigned his position in 
June, 1889, and spent the next fifteen months in Germany and France as a graduate student of Leipsic and 
Halle and the Sorbonne. During his sojourn in Europe he was elected Professor of Modern Languages in his Alma 
Mater, and returned in September, 1890, in time to enter upon his new duties. This chair Professor Boatwright 
has continued to fill, to the satisfaction of scores of students, and of friends and patrons of the College. He is 
the founder of the Geographical and Historical Society, and has been for years its chief inspiration. In the 
Summer of '92 he again went abroad, spending four months in the study of German at the University of Leipsic. 
In December, 1894, Professor Boatwright was elected President of Richmond College. Uniform courtesy, 
coolness of temper and dignity of bearing, a bonhomie that never fails, skill in planning and effectiveness in exe­
cution, extensive knowledge of the history of the College, and wide acquaintance with its Alumni and friends, 
mastery of details, ability to do a iarge amount of work—these are some of the qualities that have characterized 
Mr. Boatwright as President, and demonstrated to those who know him that the future of Richmond College is 
safe in his hands. 
President Boatwright is a member of the Modern Language Association of America. He is the author of 
a Syllabus of German Literature, and a Syllabus of French Literature of the XVII. Century, and has delivered a 
number of public lectures on the leading French and German authors that have attracted large and intelligent 
audiences, and elicited most favorable comment. 
[ * ]  
" VACATION: 
[ 9 ]  
ORIQIN OF THE TERM SPIDER." 
URING the summer of '93 was organized a base-ball team composed of amateur players 
then resident in Richmond, called the Richmond College Team, on account of the fact 
that the nucleus of the nine were Richmond College Students. They were, W. D. 
Duke (Captain), C. R. Burnett, H. C. Burnett, Jr., H. K. Ellyson, W. D. Phillips, and 
F. W. Duke. Among others who played with them were, A. B. Blair, William H. 
Palmer, Jr., James P. Scott, William O'Hara, George Bahen, Ed. T. Harrison, and 
Sam Honeycutt. This aggregation of players, under the management successively of 
T. J. Haas, J. P. Scott, and E. M. Pilcher, was very successful in making friends with 
the "cranks," who always loved to see the College lads on the diamond. They won a 
reputation for honest playing and square dealing in their contests with the other clubs of the Tri-City League ; 
and, until the early opening of some of the educational institutions represented called away several of their best 
players, they maintained a fair standing among their competitors, at the end of the season turning over to the 
Athletic Association of the College quite a handsome sum, besides uniforms and other base-ball paraphernalia. 
It was while playing in the Tri-City League that the epithet " Spiders " was first applied to a Richmond 
College Team. The use of epithets and nicknames is undoubtedly the inalienable prerogative of the sporting 
editor, and each member of the team was made to feel the sting of the reporter's thrusts. They were never 
ashamed of the favorite epithet, however, which has proved to be so appropriate in subsequent contests, and has 
been adopted as the title of the Annual; a name which is the synonym of success, good judgment, and pains­
taking perseverance. 
F. W. D. 
1 1 0 ]  

THE ATHLETIC AJJOCIATISN.  
OFFICERS: 
President, - - - - -  P r o f .  R .  E .  GAINES. 
Vice-President, - - - - - W. B. DAUGHTRY. 
Secretary, - - - - - - - M. L. REA. 
Treasurer, -  -  -  -  -  -  H . M .  FU G A T E .  
EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE: 
PROF. F. W. BOAT WRIGHT, PROF. R. E. GAINE S, 
w. s. MCNEILL, J. B. KAUF MAN, D. B. WILLS, 
J. T. BOWDEN, CLAUDE M. DEAN . 
Gymnasium Instructor,—OSCAR L. OWENS. 
[ 1 2 ]  
C°LLEQE RECORD IN PRINCIPAL FIELD^AY EVENTS.  
[CORRECTED TO DATE.] 
One-Mile Run, - - - - - D. 
100-Yard Dash, - P. 
440-Yard Dash, ------ A. 
200-Yard Hurdle Race, - - - - C. 
220-Yard Hurdle Race, - - - - A. 
Putting the Shot, ------ H. 
Broad Jump: Standing, - - - - H. 
Running, - - - - A. 
High Jump: Standing, - - - - A. 
Running, - - - - A. 
Pole Vault, ------ - H. 
Throwing Base-Ball, ----- H. 
H. RUCKER, - - - 5 min., 2f sec. 
S. BOSHER, - 10£ sec. 
D. LOUTHAN, - 50^ sec. 
H. BAKER, - 27 sec. 
D. LOUTHAN, - - - 281 sec. 
K. ELLYSON, - 35 feet 9| in. 
E. JONES, - 10 feet 2 in. 
D. LOUTHAN, - 18 feet 9^ in. 
D. LOUTHAN, - 4 feet 8$ in. 
D. LOUTHAN, - 5 feet 6 in. 
C. BURNETT, Jr., - 8 feet 10 in. 
K. ELLYSON, - 120 yds. 1 ft. 
Winner of All-Round Athlete Medal, 1896, - - - H. K. ELLYSON. 
Winner of First Gymnasium Medal, 1896, - - - J. P. SCRUGGS. 
Winner of Second Gymnasium Medal, 1896, - - - E. W. PROVENCE. 
[  1 3 ]  
HISTORICAL JKETCH. 
' Better to hunt in fields for health unbought 
Than fee the doctor for a nauseous draught. 
The wise for cure on exercise depend; 
God never made his work for man to mend.' 
THE HISTORY of athletics at Richmond College for nearly eight years past is the history of the Athletic Association, as under its control are conducted all field sports, including a general supervision of the base­
ball and foot-ball teams. The first Field-Day was held on April 5, 1889, but not until the reorganization 
of the Association were the records of events properly taken and kept. Appended herewith are the College 
_ records in all of the principal Field-Day events. 
PA5E=PALL. 
Since the team of '90, which by successively defeating the teams of the 
University of Virginia, Washington and Lee University, and the Virginia Mil­
itary Institute, won the State Collegiate Championship, the great American 
game has taken front rank in the Association's projects. 'Tis true that the 
dearth of players which followed the graduation of the "Champions" was not 
overcome for several years, but in '93 the team again began to measure up 
to its former standard, and the year following succeeded in defeating every 
college team in the State with which games could be secured. It is a mat­
ter. of regret that the University of Virginia could not arrange to give us 
games that year, as was also the case the year following, as well as in '96. 
Appended herewith is the record of the base-ball teams in the collegiate 
games since 1894. 
r00T*BALL. 
s. s. HANDY, capt am TEAM of 1890. jn f00t_ball, our teams have always labored under peculiar disadvantages. 
The large majority of students at a College like ours come with no experience in or knowledge of the game, 
and the local conditions compel us to meet the teams of the foremost universities, whose players for the most 
[ 1 4 ]  
part have had previous experience, supplemented by skillful training. We have, how­
ever, managed to hold our own among colleges of similar grade. 
LAWN TENNU 
has always been a popular game here, and in the only collegiate tournaments in which 
we participated, in the Spring of 1893, the representatives of the Association, Fred. A. 
Jones and C. C. Crittenden, defeated the representatives of Randolph-Macon and of the 
University of Virginia by decisive' scores. 
A history of the Athletic Association would be incomplete without some reference 
to the Richmond College Boat Club, the representatives of which in three succes­
sive years (1891 to 1893) won the handsome French Cup, against the crews of the 
Virginia Association of Amateur Oarsmen, and of the Appomattox Boat Club. The 
record of our boat crew, though short, is one of which every loyal son of Richmond 
College is justly proud. 
[  1 5 ]  
BA5E=B?\LL TEAM OF 1897.  
WALTER S. McNEILL, CAPTAIN AND MANAGER. 
PITCHERS: 
H. K. ELLYSON, C. J. B. DeCAMPS. 
CATCHERS: 
ALLAN M. HIRSH, - S. L. ROBINSON. 
M. L. REA, 
W. S. McNEILL, 
H. C. LEONARD, 
LEWIS FLEMING, 
D. B. WILLS, -
1ST BASE. 
2ND BASE. 
SHORTSTOP. 
SHORTSTOP. 
3RD BASE. 
A. P. BAGBY, -
F. W. CUNNINGHAM, JR. 
ROY D. WHITE, 
J. B. KAUFMAN. -
RECORD: 
1894. 
Richmond College 14, Lehigh University .... 7. Randolph-Macon 
University of North Carolina. 14, Richmond College. ... 1. Randolph-Macon . 
University of North Carolina. 6, Richmond College.. . .3. Richmond College. 
Richmond College 20, Columbian University 6. Richmond College , 
Wake-Forest College .... 6, Richmond College. ... 4. Richmond College . 
Richmond College 6, Randolph-Macon 5. 
1895. 
Richmond College 20. William and Mary .... 3. Richmond College , 
Richmond College 16, Washington and Lee. . . 6. Richmond College 
Georgetown College 18, Richmond College. ... 5. Richmond College 
Richmond College 12, St. Johns College. . . 4. Richmond College , 
1896. 
Georgetown College 16, Richmond College 
FIELDER. 
FIELDER. 
FIELDER. 
FIELDER. 
5, Richmond College. ... 3. 
2, Richmond College. . . . 1. 
11, Randolph-Macon 8. 
9, Randolph-Macon .... 3. 
11, Virginia Military Institute . 3. 
9, Columbian University . . 4. 
12, Randolph-Macon . ... .4. 
8, Randolph-Macon 1. 
8, Fredericksburg Institute 4. 
13. 
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BASE.  BALL TEAM OF 1897.  
¥ C' ' ' 1 ~ • "> 
,:R 5 M - - - CAPTAIN A ND M ANAGER. ' « 
, . PITCHERS: 
Y. - - - C. J. B. DE CAMPS. 
CATCHERS: 
. , - I- S. L. ROBINSON. 
A. P. BAGBY, - FIELI SR. 
LK„- JS'L R \ BM F. W. CUNNINGHAM. JR.. - FIELDER. 
SNSK ROY D. WHITE. - - FIELDS. 
J. B. KAUFMAN, - FIELDERA 
-ECORD:  
1894 .  
Randolph-Macon 5. Richmond College. . . 3. 
Randolph-Macon 2, Richmond College. . . 1 
Richmond College 11, Randolph-Macon 8. 
Richr illege . . >. Randolph-Macon . . 
Richmond College 1 lj& Virginia Military Institute . 3. 
: -.ft .' HTTPT«CGGFEFLAG<J • * - .3. ftlclwiond College 9. Columbian. University . . 
R. i  intend .  .. :  . 6 .  Rkihftnond College 12, Randolph-Macon 4. 
Richmond College ... 8, Randolph-Macon U 
Rich' tond Ct t't. . 4 Richmond College 8k Fredericksburg Institute 4. 
' 
— M ,  B Ki • ' '.• • • iffeto-. •-«.* «<y •• • 16. Richmond College 13. 
SMsmm; •. a ,4»«l • 
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BASKET BV\LL ASSOCIATION. 
OSCAR L. OWENS, Manager. 
Colors: RED. 
Olympics. 
J. P. SCRUGGS, CAPTAIN, C. 
J. L. HART, R. G. 
C. E. TAYLOR, ) 
L. C. 
FLETCHER JORDAN, ) 
W. M. SEAY, ) 
[ R. C. 
T. B. MCADAMS, ) 
R. D. QUISENBERRY, P. 
P. H. CHELF, F. 
TEAMS. 
Colors: BLUE. 
Invincibles. 
W. W. EDWARDS, CAPTAIN, R. G. 
J. H. MABRY, L. C. 
OSCAR L. OWENS, P. 
J. W. CAMMACK, C. 
J. T. BOWDEN, Y 
L. C. 
D. P. HARTLEY, ) 
GOODWIN FRAZER, ^ 
G. T. LUMPKIN, S 
V. L. STONNELL, F. 
R. C. 
I  1 7 ]  

LV\WN TENNIJ AjjocmnoN. 
OFFICERS: 
President, - - W. RALPH CLEMENTS. 
Vice-President, - - - - - -  A .  P AUL BA GBY. 
Secretary, - - - - - -  H ENLY M. FUGATE. 
Treasurer, - - - - -  W .  E RNEST GIBS ON. 
BOARD OF GOVERNORS: 
W. R. CLEMENTS, W. G. DEAR ING, A. P. ^AGBY, 
G. E. MABRY, H. M. FUGA TE, E. S. LIGON, 
W. E. GIBSON. 
1st Tennis Prize, '96, 
2nd Tennis Prize, '96, 
- A. PAUL BA GBY. 
J. WARREN BATES . 
[  1 9 ]  
BEAUTY. 
How can our life be void of joyous thrills, 
Of leapings of the heart, of awed delight; 
While dawn's dusk rose creeps o'er the misty hills, 
And purpling splendors usher in the night ? 
0 heart, no more let futile dreams affright, 
Of earth grown dark with shade of narrow ills; 
Reach out and claim thy portion as of right, 
Deep primal rest the world of beauty fills. 
Were 1 unbodied spirit life were good, 
Earth still were sweet. Life were a precious boon; 
Were it but full of day's capricious mood, 
Of Night's unfoldings, and the wealth of Noon: 
So fair the dimness of the tangled wood, 
So white the glory of the gliding moon. 
—Annie Steger Winston. 
[ 2 0 ]  
QE0QR5\PHKAL AND HISTORICAL SOC IETY. 
FOUNDED , 1891. 
President, 
Secretary. 
" Wenn jeder etwas bringt, so wird Vieles gebracht." 
OFFICERS: 
S. C. MITCHELL. Vice-President, 
R. S. GARNETT. Treasurer, -
Colors: CARNET and BROWN. 
Time of Meeting: Every other Tuesday, 5:30 P. M. 
[ 21 ] 
R. E. LOVING. 
T. B. MCADAMS. 
ANNUAL REUNION ORATORS.  
1893. OTIS T. MASON, LL. D. 
Subject'. "TECHNOGEOGRAPHY, OR THE RELATION OF TH E EARTH TO THE INDUSTRIES 
1894. HON. LYON G. TYLER, LL. D. 
Subject: "MEMORIES OF YORKT OWN." 
1895. HON. J. L. M. CURRY, LL. D. 
Subject: "THE PRESENT POLITICAL STATUS IN ITALY." 
1896. J. WILLIAM JONES, D. D. 
Subject: "VIRGINIA'S CONTRIBUTION TO AMERICAN HISTORY." 
ANNUAL EXCURSIONS. 
1893. To WILLIAMSBURG, VA. 
1894. To JAMESTOWN, VA. 
1895. UP SALT RIVER. 
1896. To WILLIAMSBURG AND FORT MONROE, VA. 
1897. To WASHINGTON, D. C., AND MT. VERNON. 
MEDALISTS. 
1893. H. T. ALLISON. 
Subject. "THE BATTLE OF SEVEN PINES." 
1894. " PERSONNE DAS HEISST, NIEMAND." 
1895. "DITTO PETE." 
1896. 0. L. OWENS. 
Subject: "LAKE DRUMMOND, VA." 
[22] 
* 
SKETCH OF QE SQKAFHKAL AND HISTORICAL SOCIETY. 
THE members of the Geographical and Historical Society of Richmond College are godsons of Frederick William Boatwright; for under his direction was the new-born Society christened. He was well qualified 
for this important relationship; as the author of its being he was heartily interested in everything that 
could affect its welfare, and he was fully able to bring it up in the way it should go. He knew how little his­
tory, even of the immortal deeds of renowned men, the student is likely to know when he is graduated from a 
classic school. He, like many others, recognized the nature and cause of the deplorable situation in which a 
young man is placed when he is expected to take the lead in political, religious and social movements, and is 
unable to use the experiences of those who have gone before, but must needs give up in shame to men who 
are in other respects less cultured and educated, or set out in vain desperation on dark and unknown fields 
without chart or heavens and but a glowworm's light. 
But he, unlike others, dared attempt to remove the cause and relieve the woe. 
His capability to nourish, protect, and direct the fosterling is best understood by those most familiar with 
the life of the Society. 
Even in its infancy the organization was induced by its godfather to take upon itself the vow never to give 
up until a separate Chair of History had been established at Richmond College. Though still only six years' 
old, this vigorous child has already fulfilled its vow. 
During the first year of its existence the members of the Society discussed the history and geography of 
their respective counties. The next year was devoted to the study of the principal events of the war between 
the States. This might have been expected, since almost all the members were sons of men who fought for 
the "Lost Cause," and nothing could have been dearer or more interesting to them than the study of the 
scenes in the awful tragedy in which their fathers took part. 
[  2 3  ]  
r 
But the younger generation must not only study together the 
events of the struggle which made their fathers brethren; they must 
get acquainted with each other, and to this end they spent several 
months in describing the principal industries of their respective 
sections. 
Afterwards, when they were ready to discuss the history of the 
American Colonies, they climbed the Blue Ridge with Spotswood, and 
plunged into the swampy wildernesses with George Rogers Clarke, or 
followed Patrick Henry to save their powder and listened to his liery 
speeches. They did not rest until they were familiar with the achieve­
ments of the Revolutionary fathers. 
About this time they were attracted by the deeds of King George's 
realm, but soon longing for still greater antiquity they went to the 
farther end of English civilization and dug up the remains of the 
Roman colonists. These they found too repulsive, and hence they 
hurried back to the home and era of Gladstone. Here you may com­
municate with them through the medium of an ocean cable. 
[24 j 
LIETAMOKPHOJIJ.  
An ancient poet tells that once the crow 
Sported with pride a plumage white as snow. 
Whence came the change ? why now before our sight 
He flies and caws in feathers black as night? 
The cause we have: his tongue he would not hold 
' Bout matters wiser birds would leave untold. 
The jackdaw warned him : but prate he must, 
Though tongue unbridled bring his pride to dust. 
But sentence came: Apollo much enraged. 
From white to black his color quickly changed. 
Suppose that now like rule should be applied 
To all tell-tales, and men to them allied: 
Our people's hue much shifting would present, 
Kinship of blood in sunder would be rent. 
See how the blacks at once great increase gain. 
See how the whites in like proportion wane. 
—John Pollard. 
[25] 
BROWNIE TALK. 
HARK YOU, Jaspers! you who have so often disported yourselves on the College green, as you smote the sluggish croquet ball! Know you the Summer secrets of our grand old campus? Know you what hap­
pens on moonlit nights, when the domiciles are closed and the cottages are hushed in the silence of 
vacation? List, oh, list! and I'll tell you those wondrous secrets. 'Tis not a story of elves and fairies, of 
brownies and sprites, but a story as old as the hills, and yet as new as the 
incoming day. 'Tis the story of love, and better still, of love by moonlight. 
Ask not whence comes my knowledge, or why I speak so knowingly, for I 
tell of things that ears must not hear or eyes behold. I sing of arms, and of 
the girls encircled in those arms—of sighing trees and wanton winds that kiss 
the sleeping buttercups and daisies. I likewise sing of men who sigh, and 
some, perchance, who kiss. 
®«, 
To calm the emotions engendered by the above suggestions, permit me to 
say, Oh! Jaspers of the "high-water" pants, that the College Campus is, in the 
Summer season, the rendezvous of Richmond lovers—of those who want 
solitude and beatific "mutuality." Of course the rendezvous does not begin 
'till twilight, for old Sol's eyes would see too much, but let him once retire 
and then watch—-or rather don't watch. Scarcely has he blushingly with­
drawn and made way for the silver queen, ere the crickets herald the noc­
turnal programme, and coming events cast their shadows before. Note these 
shadows, if you please. They flit across the grass with a kind of "slow and 
measured tread." One is the shadow of a man, the other of a woman. 
They approach from the Franklin street gate. They come straight forward, 
crunching the pebbles of the walkway, and as they move the murmurings of soft whisperings are wafted heaven­
ward. They plunge into a cloud of gloom. It is the veil cast by rustling leaflets that overhang the stone 
[26] 
steps leading to the doorway of the Library. Hither the lovers, hungry for solitude, direct their steps. They 
approach, prepare to seat themselves and to tell the old, old story—the story ripened with the lapse of six thou­
sand years. But alas! they suddenly pause. What can the matter be? Horror of horrors! another couple has 
captured the retreat. 
And so they wander, he like a spirit, and she like a ghost, ever seeking solitude. But now the winds bring 
echoes of many subdued tones. They come from unseen sources, from little nooks and corners, from the 
shadows of trees, from the chapel steps—in short, from everywhere. The rendezvous has begun. As the 
evening darkens with night's blackness, the voices become lower and lower, and silence prevails. Have the 
lovers gone? Nay, nay, Paulina, they have not gone. Knowest thou not that there comes a time in the affairs 
of men when words are useless—when the mere movement of an arm or hand speaks eloquently? Guess the 
explanation, Jaspers of the "high-water" pants. Smile at the suggestion, give it your approval, for who, so 
much as you, will be the beneficiaries? One of these days when you wear the " cloth " love will mean dollars 
and cents in your pockets. A marriage fee is easily made. 
E. R. C. 
<8  ^
They had strolled out to the College Campus and were now approaching the library steps. This was to 
them a favorite retreat, and he was determined that on this moonlight evening, on this loved spot, his fate 
should be settled. He—a long, slender, sober, unattractive fellow, uncertain of himself, uncertain of the world, 
and above all uncertain of the girl beside him. She—a young woman of twenty summers, of petite figure, black 
hair, intense luminous brown eyes, and with a bewitching air of artful artlessness. At length they reach the 
steps; he spreads her shawl upon the cold stone steps; she seats herself and he sits down close beside her. 
At last the moment had come. He gently takes in his hand the tips of her tapering fingers—he was too 
shy to venture further—and then he begins to pour into her ear the long pent-up love of his soul. He feels 
sure that he is impressing her. The delicate fingers in his hand tremble, a slight blush suffuses her cheek, her 
lips quiver almost imperceptibly, and those long, dark lashes begin to droop, so as to conceal the intensity and 
[ 2 7 ]  
loveliness of the beautiful eyes they cover. Encouraged he grows bolder. He grasps her hand a little more 
lovingly, and his words become more earnest and his manner more impassioned. He feels now sure that she is 
his, and after one great outburst of tenderness and devotion he silently awaits her answer. The words he most 
wishes to hear are about to be spoken. He sees it in her face. The lips quiver more perceptibly, a purplish 
glow overspread her features with a slight suggestion of embarrassment, and the lovely eyelids droop more and 
more. The bewitching lips part and she is about to speak. And then the eyes open slowly, and beam on him 
tenderly, and a soft, sympathetic voice says lovingly, "John, help me up from this seat, won't you, please? my 
foot has gone to sleep." 
A. M. C. 
[ 2 8 ]  
LIFE.  
What is life ? when once 
In pride of youth arrayed I pondered o'er 
This subject serious I thought. ' Tis but 
A breath—a breath which when once breathed is then 
Forever o'er. But soon I found that when 
A breath from lungs expelled it doth not die. 
But still in everchanging form doth live 
Its duty to perform—and whence it comes 
Or whither goeth no man knows. And then 
I thought, 'Tis but an arrow—its noble flight 
All made in vain—shooting out of darkness back 
To darkness once again. But then I knew 
There was a bow, from which an arrow sent, 
And target, too, to which its flight is bent. 
What is life ? How oft 
Have grayish tints of dawn, the herald of 
A new-born day, found miserable and 
Disconsolate me seeking for surcease 
From pangs of bitter thought in many books 
Of ancient and well nigh forgotten lore? 
But Shakespeare, Goethe, Dante, Sappho, all, 
Do cover up their want of knowledge in 
A gaudy and bedizening dress, which does 
But show that which they do not know. 
[29] 
What is life ? 
I wandered o'er a meadow's dewy dales. 
And listened to the trilling coo of birds 
Yet hardly born. All nature seemed in tune, 
And with her thousand tongues she sung a song 
With melody divine. I stood beside 
A flowing stream and watched its onward course, 
And as I listened to its catching joy, 
A thought with lightning fury, darted through 
My mind : " Thou stream, thou knowest not 
The mystery of life, yet livest thou 
A life in purity in duty and 
In truth unmatched by man. 0 what can then 
Thy secret be? Is it thou knowest what 
Thy duty is and have the strength to do? 
If so, so then will I, no stagnant pond 
But flowing stream I'll be. I'll duty do 
And trust with heart sincere to Him on high 
Who rules the raging fury of the storm. 
Thanks, gentle stream, for lesson thou hast taught." 
—Henry Nicholas. 
[30] 
_ 
THAT? That is the picture of one of the rare things that have touched my life. Any story? Well. I never much thought of that brat's having any story. He seemed to come from nowhere, stayed a little 
while, amused and worried us a bit, heard and was able to imitate almost every sound that was made 
about him, ran some errands, lied some, stole a little, had a scrap or two with the town boys, went off with 
some of them one night and tried to wreck a train and was started to the penitentiary for it—but never got 
there, and he isn't anywhere now I think; and that's his story. But he was odd, and I shall never forget him. 
From where we never knew—just out of the woods it seemed—a negro girl in a forlorn condition strayed up 
to our back door one day and begged for food and shelter. She called herself Ann. She was taken care of. 
In a few weeks that boy was born. Dick his mother called him, and some of us children added Richard; and 
there he was—Dick Richard. 
Dick Richard grew; more correctly, perhaps, time passed. Dick was a runt. He was soot-black and bow-
legged. His head was like a little round cymling. His eyes reminded one of bullets, with lots of white. His 
lower lip hung, his ears were very large—from a habit he had of holding two fingers in his mouth, and of pull­
ing his ears round to the front and stuffing them into the ear holes. He grew up with the younger children of 
the two or three families of the place, and perhaps thought himself one of them—only, he slept in a cabin, and 
they in "the house." He was nimble, and for the most part willing; and, in a small way, he was very conve­
nient to all of us for quick errands and other light services. He could even work—while your eye was on him; 
but take it from him, and Dick Richard was off to the grape-vine, or the melon patch, or the flower garden, or 
the water—anywhere but at his task. Even keep your eye upon him, and often you would find him standing 
motionless, two fingers in his mouth—the fingers of the other hand holding one ear crammed in the hole, while 
his eyes seemed never to bat—he would be listening. 
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He heard everything. Dick had no soul; I am sure ot that; many things made us all sure of that. But 
he had an ear—sometimes two, but mostly one at a time. Birds were plentiful, and our yard had all sorts of 
fowls. On one side of us was the Bay, with its draw-bridge for trains and boats, and on the other was great Fort 
Bayou, running far up into the coal-burners' camps in the pinelands; near us 
were the coal station and the switch yard for the coast trains; from more 
than one position on land and on water we could count several echoes to 
our childish shouts; the village was a mile above us, and Spanish Point 
half a mile below, and the " big road " was a good distance from our dwell­
ings and hidden by shrubbery, and our neighbors and ourselves when ap-
"proaching on the " big road " used always to shout a familiar yodel. Well, 
the birds sang, the fowls made their noises, the boats blew their horns, the 
trains hissed and tooted and rang and rattled, the yodels filled our little 
peninsula with many a sweet and merry sound, and echoes floated with 
their mockery, while the waters about us laughed or sighed as the winds 
were rough or gentle with them. Dick Richard heard all this; he could 
imitate all this—his little voice was simply a marvel in delicacy and color 
and truth in its imitation of everything. I sometimes thought while watching 
him stuffing one ear into the side of his head that he somehow had a 
theory that he could thus keep the sound that came into one ear from 
going out at the other. Sound was the soul of Dick Richard. And it used 
to be our delight to have him by the hour "take off" the sounds he had 
heard. He was at his best, however, when he was alone and in the mood— 
off in the garden, out among the flowers, on top of the scuppemong arbor, 
on the bluff or the sands of the Bay; by himself and "feeling like it," he 
seemed a veritably inspired little echo-box—and he knew we always listened. 
And, though we were aware of his powers, frequently we were startled by 
the guineas in the garden, the noonday train at the wrong hour, the sailor's 
long call so close in shore, or (sweetest of all) the yodel one of us ourselves should have sounded, when some­
body would come to his senses and say, "Dick!" and another would smile, "The little rat!"—though how 
"rat" applied 1 never quite saw; and then we all listened, and Dick knew he was pleasing us. 
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I hinted just now that the yodel was his best performance; that was so, perhaps, because he had heard 
that the oftenest, perhaps, because it was so musical and so human. Probably you have heard how of old, the 
brave Biloxi Indians, rather than be taken by an overpowering foe, chose to march—men, women and children— 
down into the salt waters of our Bay for their grave; and how, ever since, the waters there have been strangely 
and sweetly vocal with what the legend makers tell us is the lingering music of that Indian death-song. I have 
heard those haunting strains; but sweeter far to me—the reality in the days of my youth, with the memory of 
it now in my later years—was the clear-voiced yodel of happy children, children wandering through the jasmine-
yellow woods or along the shady road, iingering by the plenteous spring or gathering grapes from the wondrous 
old vines, wading barefoot over the shallow sea-sands or into the cooler depths of the small and flaggy bayous, 
boating here and there upon our loved waters, calling, ever calling, morning, noon and night, with glad, fair 
voices of youth, answering, ever answering, if only to hear the echoes that floated back from every quarter, 
echoes rejoicing themselves in the sweetness and the simplicity of the life we led. No Indian song, of death 
or of life, could ever move my heart as did that simple yodel— 
And Dick Richard's ears had caught it in all its variations, in all its. music; and his tongue could troll it 
sweeter than the coal barge horns could blow, sweeter than the mocking-birds could trill, sweeter than even our 
girls could sound that yodel. 
Like a little black snipe, as the sun went down, he waded along the shore below the bluff, spearing at crabs 
or fish, yodeling his heart away, calling to the friendly echoes (he knew them all), that flung the melody back at 
the strange little imp; till the fishermen answered his notes, and the sailors blew him a blast on their conchs, 
and the children for a mile up and down our beach learned to reply: 
Why could not Dick have been content? When he got old enough he used to go to the vi.lage for the 
mail and small marketing. He met other companions, white and black. He took on town-boy ways. He got 
trifling, learned to lie and steal. He spent a month in the county jail, but he fared very well there; "Ole 
Miss's" own blankets went there to keep him warm, and many a cooky from her kitchen found its way to the 
county seat; while the jailor was good to him, he was "such an odd one." When his term was up he came 
home—a hero, and I do believe he would have enjoyed another term. 
One night a train was partially wrecked just west of the Biloxi bridge. A crowd of boys, white and black, 
had obstructed the track in the cut over there, nearly causing a serious disaster. In the crowd was Dick— 
think of it!—little, foolish, yodeling Dick Richard! The batch of boys were tried and sentenced to a term in 
the State penitentiary. Confinement, indeed, was the only thing that could have placed a surety on Dick's con­
duct; it seemed to me that he was in no wise responsible for what he did. He had been brought up amongst 
the sweetest lives on earth, yet at the first opportunity he took to crime as a duck to water. Young as he 
was, then in his fifteenth year, he had no blush (certainly), no fear, no remorse over any wrong he committed. 
Ann might beat him, and she often did, unmercifully, " Ole Miss" might lecture; it was all wasted on Dick 
Richard. This lack of moral sense made what I am about to tell you very remarkable to me. 
On the way from Mississippi City the night train brought the prisoners towards the east, to pass on its route 
our town, Ocean Springs. Our home was on the eastern shore of the Bay between us and Biloxi, and we 
could hear and see every train that crossed the long bridge. A thousand trains Dick Richard had seen every 
year; countless times with a crowd of our children had he stood on the railroad "dump" and waved his little 
hands at the engineers and passengers, laughing and dancing in a sort of impish glee whenever a hand waved 
back at him. He knew the meaning of the hollow rumble and the solid roll of the wheels—one was over the 
water, and the other on the land; he could shut his eyes and tell where the train was. As the train that bore 
him sped eastward, over our bridge, it was near midnight. Dick had no soul—I feel sure of that; but, as he 
heard beneath him the hollow rumble of the trucks above the sea, his heart must have pictured a crowd of 
children on that eastern shore watching in the summer night the long " Cannon Ball" go rushing by. Dick 
Richard had no soul—I feel sure of that; but something told him that home was there, just there on the shore, 
half a mile away—the children were there, "Ole Miss" was there, the fiowers were there, the woods and the 
grapes were there, the Bay and the Bayou were there, the echoes were there, the sunset was there, all he knew 
was there—home was there ; and he could not pass it, perhaps forever. All of a sudden, as the hollow rumb-
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ling began to grow into a solid roll, a window smashed, a seat was empty, the bell was rung, the train stopped;— 
and, outside, a broken-bodied little black negro with gyves upon his wrists lay quivering on the hard new cross-
ties that had lately been unloaded just where the Bay's waters were carelessly lapping the sands of our beach. 
And we children, and " Ole Miss," too, I think, were glad that Dick did not go to the "pen." 
How the members of those families—one family indeed—have scattered since that summer night—to Vir­
ginia, Michigan, California, Tennessee, Florida, Mississippi, Louisiana, Texas, Mexico! But every once in a 
while, in singles or in crowds we all wander back to the old Bay Home. "Ole Miss" is still there, and Ann; 
and for every one of us rovers there is always a place in their hearts, and for every one of us when we come 
a place in the dear old home. And, as we near the wild-rose hedge that surrounds the home, we yodel still to 
let them know we are coming ; but we sing it softlier now than of old, for a spell of loneliness holds the place, 
and Dick will not come again to open the big gate for us to drive through. Poor Dick! Ugly, bad little Dick! 
Dear, dead little yodeling Dick Richard! 
L. R. HAMBERLIN. 
Austin, Texas, April 8, 1897. 
[35] 
IN A WOOD NEAR ATHENJ.  
' In a wood near Athens," on Midsummer night! 
Was it beneath these olive trees, 
Now whispering to the midnight breeze. 
The poet did place his fantasy of mortal and of sprite? 
• In a wood near Athens," on Midsummer night. 
And was it near this ruined shrine, or where that rivulet comes down 
That vexed Titania war did wage, 
With Oberon, for the changeling page, 
Then left her lord, with flouting word, to watch with many a jealous frown 
How she, with sweetest bud and flower, old Bottom's ears did crown. 
And on this narrow winding path, distinct beneath the moon's pale glow, 
The sad Helena weeping came, 
Calling aloud Demetrius' name. 
While from a thistledown like this, drifting so lightly to and fro, 
Sly Puck aid mock her lovelorn state, with elfin laughter low. 
Oh gentle Will! Thy magic power hath filled with visions of delight, 
This ancient grove whose leafy ways, 
Once rang to Vestals' hymn of praise; 
Till we forget our mortal frame and linger 'neath enchanted light 
• In a wood near Athens." on Midsummer night! 
—Mary Wynne Jones. 
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KAPPA ALPHA FRATERNITY. 
Eta Chapter established in 1870. 
ERA TER IN FA CULT A TE: 
J. R. HUNTER, PH. D., (Tau) PROFESSOR OF CHEM ISTRY. 
ACTIVE MEMBERS. 
ACADEMIC. 
CONWAY BURNLEY LANKFORD. 
LAW. 
CARY PEYTON CARR, HERBERT LEE NORFLEET. 
ASSOCIATE MEMBERS. 
R. BRUCE BOWE, WM. D. DUKE, 
C. R. BURNETT, E. HARRISON, 
H. T. BURNLEY, J. S. HARRISON, 
I. E. CAMPBELL, E. M. PILCHER, 
THOS. T. DUKE, D. H. RUCKER, 
R. W. WILLIAMS ( Beta). 
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KAPPA ALPHV\ FRATERNITY. 
CHAPTER ROLL. 
Alpha.—Washington and Lee University. Lexington, Va. 
Gamma.—University of Georgia, Athens, Ga. 
Delta.—Wofford College, Spartanburg, S. C. 
Epsilon.—Emory College, Oxford, Ga. 
Zeta.—Randolph Macon College, Ashland, Va. 
Eta.—Richmond College, Richmond, Va. 
Theta.—Kentucky State College, Lexington, Ky. 
Iota.—Furman University, Greenville, S. C. 
Kappa.—Mercer University, Macon, Ga. 
Lambda.—University of Virginia. Charlottesville, Va. 
Nu.—Polytechnic Institute, A. & M. College, Auburn, Ala. 
Xi.—Southwestern University, Georgetown, Texas. 
Omicron.—University of Texas. Austin, Texas. 
Pi.—University of Tennessee, Knoxville, Tenn. 
Rho.—South Carolina College, Columbia, S. C. 
Sigma —Davidson College, Mecklenburg Co., N. C. 
Upsilon.—University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill, N. C. 
Phi.—Southern University, Greensboro, Ala. 
Chi.—Vanderbilt University, Nashville, Tenn 
Psi.—Tulane University, New Orleans, La. 
Omega.—Centre College, Danville, Ky. 
Alpha-Alpha.—University of the South, Sewanee, Tenn. 
Alpha-Beta.— University of Alabama, Tuscaloosa, Ala. 
Alpha-Gamma.—Louisiana State University, Baton Rouge. La. 
Alpha-Delta.—'William Jewel College, Liberty, Mo. 
AIpha-Epsilon.—S. W. P. University, Clarksville, Tenn. 
Alpha-Zeta.—William and Mary College. Williamsburg, Va. 
Alpha-Eta.—Westminster College, Fulton, Mo. 
Alpha-Theta.—Kentucky University, Lexington, Ky. 
Alpha-Iota.— Centenary College, Jackson, La. 
Alpha-Kappa— Missouri State University, Columbia, Mo. 
Alpha-Lambda.—Johns Hopkins University, Baltimore, Md. 
Alpha-Mu.—Milsaps College, Jackson, Miss. 
Alpha-Nu.—Columbian University, Washington, D. C. 
A/pha-Omicron.—University of Arkansas, Fayetteville, Ark. 
A/pha-Xi.—University of California, Berkely, Cal. 
Alpha-Pi.—Leland Stanford Junior University, Palo Alto. Cal. 
Alpha-Rho.—University of West Virginia, Morgantown, W. Va. 
ALUMNI CHAPTERS. 
Richmond, Va.—Julian Bossieux, 7 West Grace St. 
Norfolk, Va.—T. T. Hubbard. 
Raleigh. N. C.—Edward C. Smith. 
Macon. Ga.—D. Q. Abbott. 
New York City.—Thos. Wallace Stevens, 18 W. Ninth St. 
Washington. D. C.—W. W. Millan, 1417 Ninth St.. N. W. 
Mobile. Ala.—Richard H. Vidmer. 
Atlanta, Ga.—R. A Redding. 19 Edgewood Ave. 
Athens, Ga.—John White Morton. 
Dallas, Texas.—M. T. Stratton, Jr. 
[39] 
KAPPA ALPHA FRATERNITY. 
THE KAPPA ALPHA FRATERNITY was organized at Washington College, Virginia, now Washington and Lee University, in December, 1865. Conceived and nurtured at a college of which General R. E. 
Lee was President, at the close of a fateful military conflict; in the Valley of Virginia made dear to 
Southern hearts by its heroism in the battle for Southern rights; in sight of the ruins of the Virginia Military 
Institute, plundered and wrecked by Hunter's invading force; among the people with whom Stonewall Jackson 
lived till duty called him to arms, and near the spot to which his body was brought for sepulture after Chancel-
lorsville—with this environment, added to the fact that among its first members were three who had been Con­
federate soldiers, it was but natural that the Fraternity should be of a semi-military type and have for its aims the 
cultivation of virtues and graces conceived to be distinctly Southern. It was not an importation; it was racy of 
the soil that gave it birth. Southern in its loves, it took Lee and Jackson as its favorite types of the perfect 
Knight. Caucasian in its sympathies, it excluded the African from membership, Not unnaturally, therefore, 
despite the absence of anything political or sectional in its laws, the Kappa Alpha Fraternity has restricted its 
activity to the Southern States. By a true instinct—happily almost universal—its members have already per­
ceived that in the South, and in the South alone, can it find a congenial home. 
In the thirty-one years since the founding of the Fraternity, Kappa Alpha chapters have been established in 
fourteen States and the District of Columbia, so that now there are thirty-eight active chapters and ten alumni 
chapters with a total membership of about thirty-five hundred. 
The official organ of the Fraternity is the Kappa Alpha Journal, founded in February, 1874, a bi-monthly 
magazine of over a hundred pages, published at Nashville, Tennessee. Besides this, the Fraternity issues annu­
ally a catalogue containing a list of the active members of the current session, reports of officers, etc. 
Nine chapters have houses, and a number of others expect to build soon. 
General conventions are held every other year, and there are several State Associations that meet 
annually. 
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Among the distinguished Kappa Alpha alumni are: John Temple Graves, the noted orator; Judge Andrew 
J. Cobb, of the Georgia Supreme Court; Clark Howell, the successor of Henry W. Grady, as editor of the 
Atlanta Constitution; Thomas Dixon, the New York pulpit orator; Professor A. Coke Smith, of Vanderbilt Uni­
versity; President W. A. Candler, of Emory College, Georgia; Congressman Robert Lee Henry, of Texas; • 
S. Z. Ammen, editor of the Baltimore Sun, and Professor P. H. Mell, of Alabama Agricultural and Mechanical 
College. 
Visible monuments of the Fraternity's success are the chapters flourishing in so many States, its large and 
increasing membership, and the high character of its various publications. But in such a manner, for the thirty-
one years of its existence, has the Kappa Alpha Fraternity trained its thousands of young collegians and sent 
them forth into the battle of life, that in their lives and characters the order finds its best monuments. 
ETA CHAPTER. 
Eta Chapter of the Kappa Alpha Fraternity was established at Richmond College March 18, 1870—the 
first Greek-letter society to enter the institution. The total number of members enrolled is 159. Among the 
honors earned by these are : 
84 Certificates of Proficiency out of a total of 506 
398 School Diplomas out of a total of - - - - - - 1,760 
70 Degrees out of a total of------- - 324 
57 College Medals out of a total of------ - 226 
There is a Kappa Alpha Alumni Chapter in Richmond of more than fifty members. Among these are : 
Judge James C. Lamb, of the Chancery Court; Judge S. B. Witt, of the Hustings Court; Col. Jo Lane 
Stern, Inspector General of the State Militia and Attorney-at-Law; Major Sol. Cutchins, of the Richmond 
Light Infantry Blues, Attorney-at-Law; James Caskie, Attorney-at-Law, Former President of the City Bar As­
sociation, and President of the Common Council ; and Ashton Starke, President of the Virginia Exposition of 
1888, and President of the Commonwealth Club. 
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PHI QATTTTA BELTA. 
Founded at Washington and Jefferson College, 1 8 4 8 .  
ROLL OF ACTIVE CHAPTERS. 
Worchester Polytechnic Institute. 
Yale University, 
College of the City of New York, 
Amherst College, 
Trinity College. 
Columbia College, 
Colgate University, 
Cornell University, 
Union College, 
University of Pennsylvania. 
Lafayette College, 
Lehigh University, 
Bucknell University, 
Pennsylvania College. 
Pennsylvania State College, 
Johns Hopkins University. 
University of North Carolina. 
University of Virginia. 
Roanoke College, 
Hampden-Sidney College. 
Washington and Lee University, 
GRADUATE CHAPTERS. 
New York Club, New York City, 
Beta, Indianapolis, Ind., 
Delta, Chattanooga, Tenn., 
Epsilon, Columbus. Ohio. 
Eta, Cleveland, Ohio. 
Theta, Williamsport, Penn., 
Washington and Jefferson College, 
Allegheny College. 
Marietta College. 
Ohio Wesleyan University. 
Denison University. 
Ohio State University. 
Wooster University, 
Indiana State University. 
DePauw University, 
Hanover College, 
Wabash College, 
University of Tennessee, 
Bethel College, 
University of Kansas. 
Illinois Wesleyan University, 
Knox College, 
University of Minnesota. 
University of Wisconsin, 
University of California, 
Leland Stanford, Jr. University. 
Richmond, College. 
Iota, Spokane, Wash., 
Kappa, Chicago, 111., 
Zeta, Kansas City, Mo., 
Mu. San Francisco, Cal., 
Lambda. Dayton, Ohio, 
Southern Alumni Association, Baltimore, Md, 
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PHI QAMMA ^ELTA. 
RHO CHI CHAPTER, FOUNDED 1890. 
Carter D. Johnston, 
Eugene L. Carroll, 
Wortley F. Rudd, 
Alfred R. Willingham, 
Frank H. Hancock, 
CHAPTER, 1896-'97. 
Robert E. Loving, 
Henly M. Fugate, 
Allen W. Freeman 
Frank T. Shumate. 
Jesse R. Taylor. 
Harry S. Corey. M. D., 
J. E. Etchison, Jr., 
Maurice W. Thomas. 
Austin Spotts, 
W. Penick Shelton. 
Garnett Ryland, Ph. D., 
C. M. Branch, Jr.. 
William B. Broaddus. 
John Wythe Bates, 
T. Kirk Parrish, 
B. D. Adams, 
Alex. Cameron, Jr., 
Paul Pratt, M. D., 
Charles R. Skinker, 
John G. Winston, M. A., 
Hugh S. Hart, 
Perry Nugent, 
Walter D. Phillips, 
FRATRES IN URBE. 
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Ernest Mosby, 
George T. Christian, 
M. Garber Harman, B. L., 
George Ragland. B. A., 
Joseph C. Taylor, 
John F. Ragland, Jr., 
James F. Ryland, 
Robert Christian, 
M D. Hoge, Jr., M. D., 
Ernest M. Long, L. L. B., 
Dandridge Spotswood, 
Whitmell C. Boyd, 
J. Thomas Lawrence. 
Charles H. Ryland, Jr., 
Hampden Hoge, 
William Cameron, Jr.. 
Robert Carter Nicholas. 
PHI KV\PFV\ 5IQM?\.  
INSTITUTED AT TH E UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA, PHILADELPHIA, IN 1850. 
CHAPTER ROLL, 1897. 
Alpha, University of Pennsylvania, Philadelphia, Pa. 
Delta, Washington and Jefferson College, Washington, Pa. 
Epsilon, Dickinson College, Carlisle, Pa. 
Zeta, Franklin and Marshall College, Lancaster, Pa. 
Eta, University of Virginia, Charlottesville, Va. 
Lambda, University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill, N. C. 
Mu, Tulane University, New Orleans, La. 
Tau, Randolph-Macon College, Ashland, Va. 
Upsilon, North-Western University, Evanston, 111. 
Phi, Richmond College, Richmond, Va. 
Psi, Pennsylvania State College. State College. Pa. 
Alpha-Alpha, Washington and Lee University. Lexington. Va. 
Alpha-Beta, University of Toronto, Toronto. Canada. 
Alpha-Gamma, University of West Virginia. Parkersburg, W. Va. 
PHI CHAPTER, RICHMOND COLLEGE, 1896-'97. 
Instituted 1873; suspended 1877; re-instituted 1884. 
Ben. W. Montgomery, South Carolina. 
John B. Kaufman, Portsmouth. 
Evan R. Chesterman, B. L., Richmond. 
Thomas B. McAdams, Richmond. 
Benjamin H. West, Richnond. 
S. Hoffman Fisher, Bedford City. 
Roy Bennett Pace, Richmond. 
D. B. Wills, Charlottesville. 
A. Paul Bagby, Farmville. 
W. G. Fletcher, Upperville. 
Fred. Gochnauer, Fauquier County. 
Walter W. Whitehead, Chatham. 
Edgar B. English, Richmond. 
Walker C. Cottrell, Richmond. 
Leroy D. Grant, Richmond. 
Charles P. Jones, Jr. (T), Monterey. 
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Addison L. Holladay, B. L., 
Porterfield Swaim, 
Wallace W. Woodward. 
Silas M. Weisiger, 
Hugh M. Taylor, M. D.. 
Wray Wythe Davis, D. D. L., 
Stuart McGuire, M. D., 
Maurice Hunter, M. E.. 
Walter Hugh Ryland. A. B., B. L., 
Samuel J. Young, 
W. Ralph Clements. M. D.. 
W. J. West, A, B., M. D.. 
Hammer G. Freeman, B. L.. 
Minetree Folkes, B. L., 
Chas. M. Graves. A. B., 
N. Thomas Mosby, B. L., 
Gilbert C. White, 
Henry K. Ellyson, Jr.. 
Henry Hudnall, A. M., 
Samuei H. Pulliam, 
Leroy Summerfield Edwards, A. M.. 
FM KAPPA 5IQMA. 
FRATRES IN URBE. 
D'Arcy Paul Morton, 
Jacob Michaux, M. D., 
Travers Daniel, 
P. Thornton Marye, 
Jno. Minor Botts Lewis, 
Franklin Stearns, Jr., 
Robert Voss Marye, B. L. 
Wm. Armistead Townes, 
Hugh M. McGuire. M. D. 
Frank H. Hunt, 
Charles Keesee Willis, 
Edward A. Marye, C. E., 
Geo. C. Bidgood, A. B., 
Morton Marye, Jr.. C. E.. 
Rev. Samuel C. Hatcher, 
Chas. P. Cardwell, B. L., 
Thos. D. Merrick. M. D.. 
Francis Marion Parker, 
Wm. D. Cardwell, B. L.. 
Alexander G. Brown. Jr., 
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WILLS. 
KAUFMAN. 
GRANT. BAGBY. 
WHITEHEAD. 
MONTGOMERY. 
COTTRELL. 
Photographed by Homeier and Clark. 
GOCHNAUER ENGLISH. 
PACE. WEST. M'ADAMS. 
YbWKftBHSG NASSOCIATIOH 
OFFICERS: 
H. M. FUGATE, 
W. W. EDWARDS, -
W. L. PRINCE, 
E. S. LIGON, 
J. T. BOWDEN, JR., 
President. 
Vice-President. 
Corresponding Secretary. 
Recording Secretary. 
Treasurer. 
CHAIRMEN OF COMMITTEES: 
W. B. DAUCHTRY, BIBLE STUDY. 
W. E. GIBSON, MISSIONARY. 
W. W. EDWARDS, WORK FOR NEW STUDENTS. 
A. J. HALL, RELIGIOUS MEETINGS. 
R. D. QUISENBERRY, SOLDIERS' HOME. 
S. L. MORGAN, CITY ALMSHOUSE. 
J. W. MORGAN, PENITENTIARY. 
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OUR YOUNQ MEN'J CHRIJTIAN AJSOCIATION. 
OUR Young Men's Christian Association has just closed the fifteenth year of its existence, having been organized in October, 1882. It may be interesting to know that the late Prof. H. H. Harris was one 
of those most active in its organization. 
The work during the past year has not been so characterized by that steadfast devotion to the principles 
and purposes that gave rise to the Association as we had hoped it would be ; the lives of the Christian students, 
taken as a class, have not been marked by that deep piety so beautiful to behold; and we have not witnessed 
the conversion of a single unsaved fellow-student. We feel that this inactivity may be largely due to a lack of 
true, devotional Bible study. Our Bible classes opened with a large number enrolled for study, but for some 
cause the interest soon died out very largely, and now there remains but one of the six classes with which we 
started out. The establishing of a Chair on the English Bible in the College, had much to do with the discon­
tinuance of the other classes, but this is not entirely sufficient to account for it, for many of those who were 
members of the devotional classes, are not taking the course under Dr. Tupper. 
Although the year has not been all we had hoped it would be, yet there have been many things to 
encourage us, and we feel that the Association has done much good work. The mission class has been fairly 
well attended and good work has been done in this department. The reports of all of the committees on work 
in the neighborhood have been encouraging; and we believe our labors at the Confederate Soldiers' Home and 
the City Almshouse have been especially effective. The committee at the penitentiary has been equally faithful, 
but the nature of their work must of necessity be different from that done at the other stations. 
Other phases of our work might be touched upon, but what has been said will suffice to give some idea of 
the scope of the work undertaken by us each year. 
[49] 
THE DI-STOKB^NT NOTE. 
The sun-god holds his shield above the western verge, 
Flashing defiance at the coming night; 
One pale, white star hangs in the evening sky, 
Fainting and trembling in the day's last light. 
Calm are the waters as a child's first dream, 
Sweet is the air, with promise of the spring ; 
A west wind, creeping through that ridge of pines, 
The night's prelude doth sing. 
Hampton Roads, March, '96. 
Clear, through the distance, comes the sound of bells. 
Bringing the weary toilers hours of rest. 
And out across the plain, in long black line, they go 
Unto the homes for whom dark toil is blest. 
Hushed is the roar of clanging steel on steel, 
Peace reigns above, and earth, repose has won ; 
Till, from the war-ship, swinging with the tide. 
Blares forth the sun-set gun 1 
— Mary Wynne Jones. 
Oft in the stilly night 
When slumber's chain has bound me 
Sad surprise brings the sight 
That toe-pullers have found me. 
The jeers, the cheers, 
That strike my ears, 
The words of love (?) then spoken! 
The awful ache 
That won't forsake 
The cheerless toe then broken! ! 
Thus in the stilly night 
When slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad surprise brings the sight 
That toe-pullers have found me. 
T0E*PULLER5.  
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The air I vainly rend, 
For friends are linked together: 
And I at t'other end 
In coldest wintry weather. 
I feel like one 
Who roams alone 
The halls of Hotel Bouis, 
Whose hash is rough, 
Whose steak is tough, 
And everything is gloomy! 
Thus in the stilly night 
When slumber's chain has bound me. 
Sad surprise brings the sight 
That toe-pullers have found me. 
—J. H. Guy. 
NE winter afternoon, as I sat reading in the library, the experience which 
I now relate befell me. 
For some time I had been making a study of the hieroglyphics on 
the mummy-case, which stands in the southeastern corner of the building, and 
had spent many hours in vain attempts at reading the story of its inmate. On 
this occasion I had been poring over an account of ancient Egypt, and as the 
light faded from my page and evening's shadows crept in, I was aroused from 
the reverie into which I had fallen by a voice, most melodious, abstractedly 
humming a song. 
The words were not altogether new to me, as I had often heard them in Egypt, when an Howadji on the 
Nile, sung by the boatmen as they warped their craft up stream. They told me the song was as old as the 
river. It is a dreamy melody, sung to an air weird and enchanting— 
"O lovely Lotus, blooming by the Nile's sloven tide, 
0 exquisitely rare and frailly devised one, oh bride 
Of the River God, raise your deep-colored eyes, 
And give me one glance that the gods highly prize." 
[52] 
I listened entranced as the voice floated out upon the hushed stillness of the room. I noted its richness of 
tone and turned to see whence came this heavenly music—to catch, if possible, a glimpse of the charming 
singer. I glanced toward the mummy-case, and a vision of loveliness that held my gaze a willing captive met 
my view. 
I quickly arose, and, approaching the case assisted my strange visitor from her narrow dwelling. I was as 
much abashed by her beauty as I had been charmed by her voice. She was richly dressed, wearing about her 
waist an exquisitely hued sash, passed twice around and tied in front; earrings in elegant taste, of the shape of 
serpents, and sandals made from the papyrus stalk. Her hair fell in a continuous stream about her finely cut 
face and head, and was bound by a fillet, in the figure of a vulture. On her fingers were beautiful rings that 
shed their scintillating light about the dark corner where we now stood. 
"Oh! fair one," I exclaimed, "tell me whence comest thou?" 
A sweet expression, mingled with a smile, stole o'er her face. "I came," said she, "out of this," pointing 
to the cumbersome case bedaubed with many colored Egyptian writings. 
"You were singing?" I asked. 
" Yes, I was singing the old boat-song of the Nile." 
" If you care to hear a story of the song," she said, " I will tell you one in which my own history is 
closely wrapped." 
1 told her how charmed 1 would be to hear the tale. She took a seat on the Japanese chair that stands 
in this corner of the Library and began the story: 
" I was a Priestess of the Nile," she said, and used to hear the song sung by the boatmen as they guided 
their craft up the river, past the House of the Holy Ones, at Thebes. 'Tis now a haunting memory of the 
past. I sometimes sing to while the weary hours away, for time surely wearies. The years are never-ceasing 
and as lasting as the pyramids. Yes, it is tiresome, yet I await the day when my final release from the em­
brace of that awful case will come, and ! shall be free. Free as I was in those old Nile days, when we of the 
House of the Upper Nile, dwelt in harmonious quiet, sacrificing to Ammon, Lord of Heaven. 
" 1 was of the House of Pharaoh, and a Princess. By the command of my father, at the age of eighteen, 
I entered the house of the Holy Ones at Thebes. This order was given me, because when he desired to be­
stow my hand in marriage upon the Prince of the Blue Lake Country. I refused; and, when questioned, I 
gave as a reason that 1 loved Remelin, a member of the Court. He was the Keeper of the Seven Seals, a 
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youth of great charm and beauty, and to him I had pledged my heart. We were soon to have asked my 
parent's consent to our marriage. 
" My father sent me up to Thebes, and bade the Chief Priest guard me closely. However, I did not leave 
the Palace 'till I had seen Remelin, and he, when acquainted with my great misfortune, sorrowed deeply, but 
said I must surely do as my father desired about the marriage. I read the sorrow of his heart. Brave and 
tender soul, he gave no thought to himself, only hoping to save me from Thebes. He declared he would rather 
have me lost to him forever, than be shut in that priestly prison. I told him I preferred being placed in my 
eternal resting place rather than to marry any other than him. He said farewell, and as he left told me to keep 
a cheerful heart, for he would soon attempt my release. 
" 1 travelled up the Nile, and entered the House of the Holy Ones, The place was not as bad as my 
imagination had pictured. They were very kind to me, and gave me a great many liberties. I had access 
to the lovely rose garden, whose flowered walks stretched to the river's sodden marge. I loved to watch the 
boats drift with the tide; to hear the boatmen sing as their crafts slipped by. And when the shadows fell at 
twilight, I sat and dreamed of Remelin, and of my distant home. 
•• One evening, as I occupied my accustomed seat by the river, I heard a voice—a voice that made all 
the gladness of my soul rush coursing through my veins. So great was my joy I could scarcely still my beat­
ing heart to hear the song— 
" 0 lovely Lotus blobming by the Nile's sloven tide, 
Oh list to the song I sing as I glide. 
For the River God envies my wooing his bride, 
1 hear him creeping, come down with the tide." 
•' I could not mistake the voice; 'twas Remelin's, and as the craft swung in toward the bank, 1 rushed 
down and met my beloved as he stepped ashore. He raised me in his strong arms, and swiftly bore me aboard 
his barge. We made all speed but did not escape unseen, as one of the slaves who always attended me, had 
given the alarm, and the Chief Priest ordered our pursuit. Down the swift current we flew, fast rowed the 
bondmen; silently followed the pursuers, close upon us. Remelin urged the men to do their utmost, encouraging 
them with promises of great reward if they should win the race. On we sped; like a gleam of light we slipped 
o'er the sullen river. Our pursuers gained upon us; we exhorted our men and tried to cheer them on. Remelin 
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suggested that we sing that old song the rowers know so well, hoping to encourage them, and with my head rest­
ing on his shoulder, and his arm around me, our voices floated out upon the quiet air— 
" 'O lovely Lotus, blooming by the Nile's sloven tide, 
Oh list to our song as so swiftly we glide, 
And Ra, Lord of Mercy, guide my boat and my bride. 
The earth's dearest treasure, my boat and my bride. 
"'The earth's dearest treasure, 'tis love beyond measure, 
The earth's dearest treasure 1 give to my bride.' 
" As we sang, the craft of the pursuers steadily overtook us, and soon appeared only a few lengths away. 
Should we be captured it was death, and death most horrible. I took from my finger a ring, and giving half 
the poison it contained to Remelin, kept the rest, saying, when we should be overtaken we would be gone on 
another journey, from which there is no returning. May Osiris deal gently with our ." 
Just here the voice of the Princess was lost to my ears, and I felt a hand laid on my arm, as a voice 
said, "excuse me, sir, but it is time to shut up." Looking around I saw the smiling face of "Chris," the 
janitor, and knew 1 had been but day dreaming. 
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STONE, NORFLEET, FUGATE, DEAN, O'BANNON, GARRETT, LECKEY, WILLINGHAM, MCNEILL, 
CHELF, STEINBACK, MOBLEY, WEST, DURHAM. MITCHELL, LUMPKIN, MOORE, 
DAUGHTRY, GARNETT. HARTMAN. WILLINGHAM, SKIPWITH, MOOKLAR, WALKER, 
DEARING, LANKFORD. GIBSON. CARROLL, REA, OWENS. HICKS, LIGON. 
NU 5IQMA RHO SOCIETY. 
A. P. Bagby, 
C. C. Barksdale, 
Eugene Carroll, 
P. H. Chelf. 
W- B. Daughtry, 
C. M. Dean, 
W. G. Dearing, 
L. H. Drew, 
J. W. Durham, 
H. M. Fugate, 
A. W. Freeman, 
R. S. Garnett, 
J. A. Garrett, 
W. £. Gibson, 
B. M. Hartman, 
J. E. Hicks, 
MEMBERS: 
J. R. L. Johnson, 
A. D. Jones, 
J. D. Lee, 
G. T. Lumpkin, 
B. Langford, 
J. P. McCabe, 
T. B. McAdams, 
W. S. McNeill, 
J. D. Mitchell, 
W. A. Mobley, 
W. T. Mooklar, 
F. W. Moore, 
Josiah Moses, 
H. L. Norfleet, 
Ernest O'Bannon, 
0. L. Owens, 
W. C. Pulliam, 
M. L. Rea, 
S. S. Robinson, 
B. Stainback. 
W. C. Stone, 
G. N. Skipwith, 
B. W. Tabb. 
B. H. West, 
W. G. West. 
A. R. Willingham, 
C. T. Willingham, 
Henry Martin, 
D. P. Hartley, 
J. D. Lecky, 
G. D. Walker, 
E. S. Ligon. 
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Mu JlQI iVN RHO JOCI ETY. 
OFFICERS: 
First Term— 
OSCAR L. OWENS, 
BENJ. H. WEST, 
W. B. DAUGHTRY, 
W. A. MOBLEY, 
President. 
Vice President. 
Secretary. 
Treasurer. 
Third Term— 
J. ALFRED GARRETT, 
WALTER S . MCNEILL, 
C. M. DEAN, 
H. L. NORFLEET. 
Second Term— 
B. MERCER HARTMAN. 
ROBT. S. GARNETT, 
J. A. GARRETT. 
W. S. MCNEILL, 
President. 
Vice President. 
Secretary. 
Treasurer. 
President. 
Vice President. 
Secretary. 
Treasurer. 
OSCAR L. OWENS, 
B. MERCER HARTMAN, 
Final President. 
Final Orator. 
MEDALISTS. 1895-96. 
Joint Orator's, - -  - -  - -  - -  E L B E N  C .  F O L K E S .  
Best Debater's, - -- -- -- - c. AYLETT ASHBY. 
Improvement. - ------ CALDER T. WILLINGHAM. 
PUBLIC DEBATE, 1896-97. 
WALTER S. MCNEILL, 
ERNEST O'BANNON. 
Reader. 
Declaimer. 
DEB A TERS. 
0. L. OWENS. 
G. N. SKIPWITH, 
[58] 
H. L. NORFLEET. 
J. A. GARRETT. 
mu j iqf -m Km? 5°c iety .  
HISTORICAL SKETCH. 
THE MU SIGMA RHO SOCIETY, which is the senior literary organization at Richmond College, begun its existence in the year 1846. The founders, actuated by a desire for mutual improvement, and realiz­
ing the advantages of association in literary and oratorical studies, sought to provide a means for the 
highest culture along these particular lines. Prominent among the early presidents of the Society were such 
men as P. S. Henson, George B. Taylor, H. H. Harris, and J. C. Long. 
The Society was suspended during the period covered by the civil war, but was reorganized in 1866. 
Since its reorganization a new hall has been furnished and here, in the home of the " Mu Sig's." the members 
meet every week for debate and the cultivation of the powers of expression. Among the presidents of the So­
ciety since the war were J. Taylor Ellyson, George J. Hobday C. V. Meredith, J. J. Taylor, J. T. Dickenson, 
and W. A. Harris. 
The growth of the Society has been slow but sure. We feel that the good work of the past is not only an 
incentive Hit also a prophecy of better work in the future. Vale 1 
OSCAR L. OWENS. 
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CAWTHON, 
GAYLE, 
GWALTNEY, 
NEATHERY. 
YODER, DEVAULT, CAMMACK, QUISENBERRY, MCNIEL, TAYLOR, 
J. W. MORGAN, SEAY, BOWDEN. PEARSON, DAVIS, 
HART, HALL, STONNELL, JOHNSON, STUART 
SPENCER, PEED. SOWELL, SMITH, RICHARDSON. 
B. B. Abbitt, 
j. T. Bowden, 
C. W. Bacheldor, 
J. W. Cammack, 
J. F. Cannon. 
K. W. Cawthon, 
J. T. Davis, 
W. H. Davis, 
C. C. Davis, 
S. P. DeVault, 
W. W. Edwards, 
J. H. Eggleston, 
J. D. Frazer, 
G. Frazer. 
PHILOLOQMN LITERARY SOCIETY. 
MEMBERS. 
John Goode, 
J. D. Gwaltney, 
Sands Gayle, 
A. J. Hall, 
J. L. Hart. 
C K.. Hening, 
J. J. Hurt, 
B. 0. Hutchison, 
J. E. Johnson, 
R. E. Loving. 
W. E. Lowe, 
C. G. McDamel, 
J. W. T. McNiel, 
J. W. Morgan. 
S. L. Morgan, 
R. W. Neathery, 
H. G. Noffsinger, 
E. C. Peed. 
E. T. Poulson, 
W. L. Prince, 
E. W. Provence. 
C. C. Pearson, 
R. D. Quisenberry, 
W. L. Richardson, 
E. V. Riddell, 
W. F. Rudd. 
H. B. Sanford, 
J. P. Scruggs. 
W. M. Seay, 
G. C. Smith, 
Wm. Smith, 
S. M. Sowell, 
T. B. Spencer. 
J. R. Stafford. 
V. L. Stonnell, 
C. E. Stuart, 
J. A. Sullivan, 
C. E. Taylor, 
E. D. Turner, 
W. T. Wingfield, 
A. A. Yoder. 
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PHILOLOQIAN LITERARY SOCIETY. 
First Term— 
R. E. LOVING, 
J. A. SULLIVAN. -
S. L. MORGAN, 
President. 
Vice President. 
Secretary. 
Third Term— 
JOHN E. JOHNSON 
S. M. POWELL, 
J. P. 
OFFICERS OF '96-'97. 
Second Term— 
J. W. T. MCNIEL, 
K. W. CAWTHON, 
A. A. YODER, 
President. 
Vice President. 
President. 
Vice President. 
Secretary. 
J. W. T. MCNIEL, 
C E. STUART, 
S C R U G G S .  - - - - -  Secretary. 
- - - - - Final President 
- - - - - -  -  f i n a l  O r a t o r  
MEDALISTS OF 1895-'96. 
R .  H .  H U T C H I S O N ,  -  -  - -  - -  - -  -  Best Writer. 
K. W. CAWTHON, - -- -- -- -- Best Debater. 
S. L. MORGAN, - ----- Greatest Improvement in Debate. 
PUBLIC DEBATE OF '97. 
J .  W .  T .  M C N I E L ,  - - - - - - - - -  President. 
W .  M .  S E A Y ,  -  - -  - -  -  -  -  Declaimer. 
W .  F .  R U D D ,  -  - -  - -  -  -  -  Reader. 
DEB A TERS: 
S. P. DEVAULT, J. R. STAFFORD. 
K. W. CAWTHON, J. D. GWALTNEY. 
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PHILOLOQIAN LITERARY 5OTIETY. 
HISTORICAL SKETCH. 
PREVIOUS to 1855 there was only one Literary Society at Richmond College, the Mu Sigma Rho. During that year C. H Ryland. W. E. Hatcher, T J. Binford and others, conceived the idea of organizing 
another. They therefore applied to the Mu Sigma Rho Society for honorable dismission in order that 
this purpose might be carried out. They stated in their application that they did this, not because of any dis­
loyalty to their Mother Society, but because they believed that in literary, as in all other circles, rivalry and com­
petition give life and vigor. The dismission was granted. 
The new Society was organized with sixteen members on its roll. The name Philologian, presented by C. H 
Ryland, was adopted for the Society. W. L. Penick, a new student, but one of much promise, was chosen as 
first President of the Philologian. R. B Boatwright was elected Vice-President, and C. H. Ryland, Secretary 
This Society not only budded, but bloomed and blossomed, and brought forth fruit abundantly. It was sus 
pended on account of the war in 1861, but was reorganized in 1867 It has done much in developing orator} 
and the powers of speech in Richmond College. From its halls have gone forth men who have made them­
selves felt, not only in their own day and generation, but who have left behind them their footprints on the sands 
of time. 
The "Philologian" at present is in a most flourishing condition. Upon its roll, we believe, are names of 
men who will wield a mighty influence in the shaping of the destiny of this nation—men who will attain unto 
the motto of our Society, " honor an undying fame. 
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THE CLEE CLUB. 
JESSE READ TAY LOR, 
BEN. W. MONTGOMERY, 
PROF. R. E. GAINES, 
President. 
Business Manager. 
Director. 
First Tenors— 
J. P. SCRUGGS, 
W. M. SEAY, 
G. C. SMITH. 
Second Tenors— 
W. C. STONE, 
S. L. MORGAN, 
W. E. GIBSON, 
LEWIS FLEMING. 
First Bassos— 
E. T. POULSON, 
E. W. PROVENCE, 
GOODWIN FRAZER. 
Second Bassos— 
J. R. TAYLOR, 
A. C. HARLOWE, 
B. W MONTGOMERY. 
COLLEUE TELL5.  
Hulla-ba-luck, koak, koak, 
Hulla-ba-luck, koak, koak. 
Woa-up. Woa-up. 
Diabolon, Richmond. 
Rah! rah! rah! three times three. 
Richmond College, R. C. V. 
Rip rah, rip rah, ree, ree, ree, 
Huzzah, zip, boom, R. C. V. 
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Photographed by Foster. 
RICHMOND COLLEGE GLEE CLUB. 
PROVENCE, HARLOWE. PROF. GAINES, MONTGOMERY, POULSON, 
SCRUGGS, TAYLOR, GIBSON, FRAYSER. MORGAN, 
SMITH, STONE, SEAY. 
The Q l ee  C lub .  
THE session of ' 96 -97  seems destined to mark a new era in the life of Richmond College, for it has seen an increase of interest in every variety of student organizations and a quickening of college spirit in every 
phase of student life which is quite unprecedented in the history of the institution. Very prominent among 
the forward moves of the present session has been the 
successful organization of a large and enthusiastic Glee 
Club, with not less than three voices on each part. The 
Club was organized upon the suggestion of Professor Gaines, 
under whose leadership it has made marked progress during 
the session. 
The Club has held regular meetings for practice once 
or twice a week during the entire winter. The regularity 
with which the members have attended these meetings, and 
the enthusiasm which they have manifested in the work 
have been exceedingly gratifying, and give abundant reason 
for the conviction that the Glee Club is henceforth to be 
one of the most attractive and important of student organ­
izations. 
The Club made its debut in the College Jollification 
which was held on March 25th, and more than met the 
expectations of the public. The effects of the careful training during the winter were at once manifest, for the 
music was very noticably superior to that rendered in any former entertainment of the kind at the College. 
E. W. PROVENCE. 
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Photographed by J. W. Buck. 
THESPIANS FROM "DARKEST AFRICA.' 
A SlNCj lNCi  IN THE WlLbERNEJJ .  
' A book of verses underneath the bough. 
A jug of wine, a loaf of bread, and thou 
Beside me singing in the wilderness : 
Oh, wilderness were paradise now." 
— Omar Khayyam. 
A year ago we sat beneath the trees. 
And he half reading, half repeating, wooed 
With these, the verses of the Persian poet. 
Above our heads a wood-dove softly cooed. 
As if she marked his fervor, as he swore 
That life with me. would bless a desert shore ! 
A year ago 1 and now, when home he comes. 
Finds dinner late, or roast of beef too rare, 
Then, tho' the "loaf" be crisp, the "wine" well iced. 
Yet there is sound of thunder in the air, 
'Tis then I sa y : That wilderness of which you used to vow. 
1 fin d a howling wilderness by now ! 
[69] 
whiy \ t  katy^bld.  
With Apologies to Coleridge's "Love 
• I .  
The moon is shining o'er me now. 
As at the casement ione I stand, 
With sweet thoughts of my Katy dear, 
The fairest of the land. 
II. 
Oh thou chaste moon I On thee I g aze, 
With longing, lingering desire 
That I m ight see that lovely face. 
Of which I n e'er can tire. 
III. 
One year ago in sunny June— 
'Tis sweet to think of that calm night-
' She stood and listened to my plea 
Amid thy lingering light." 
IV. 
1 told her of the love I fe lt, 
For her the darling of my heart. 
And asked her if she'd be mine, 
And from me ne'er would part. 
V. 
She listened with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace," 
No look she gave, no word she spake, 
But Love shone in her face. 
VI. 
0 moments sweet! O joy untold ! 
Which then my anxious bosom thrilled, 
As she upon my shoulder leaned, 
Her eyes with tears full filled. 
VII. 
1 pressed her with a soft embrace, 
She told her love with guileless art, 
And so I w on my Katy dear. 
The darling of my heart. 
VIII. 
One kiss upon her lips 1 pre ssed, 
Which she, dear one, could not forbid, 
And that, kind reader, is just what 
My darling Katy-Did. 
—A Chirping Cricket. 
[70] 
EP1STLEJ OF THE THEOLOQmNJ. 
(EPH. TO NOAH.) 
RICHMOND COLLEGE, May 12, 1897. 
NOAH CROOKSHANKS, ESQ., 
Room 13, Richmond College, City: 
DEAR NOAH: 
Will you lend me a collar to preach in to-morrow? You know I am expected to deliver a sermon at 
Rabbit-Foot Cross-Roads, in Goochland, and Deo volente, I hope to effect much good. Send me the collar 
while I am playing croquet this afternoon, or give it to Hezekiah, who will place it safely in my hands. 
May I ask your advice, dear Noah, about a matter which has sorely vexed me of late ? It is not concern­
ing my "prep" Latin examination—I made that—nor is it a spiritual conundrum, but simply a question pertain­
ing to my future happiness. I am in love—the kind of love that usurps one's thoughts at the Bible class and 
makes one forgetful of meals and of the dull, sordid duties of life. I have noticed that you looked questioningly 
at me whenever I packed my carpet-bag preparatory to preaching at Rabbit-Foot Cross-Roads, and that you ap­
peared suspicious when I bought a new made-up tie last week. Of course she is a member of my promising con­
gregation there. No sister in my little flock has been a better worker Her name—I pause to breathe the 
sacred words—is Genevieve Greenfield Salad. You will not think me conceited when I tell you that I have 
been the recipient of many dainty little attentions from her. It was she who sent me the walnuts and the per­
simmons Christmas, and she, too, who knitted those beautiful white socks for me. On New Year's day I gave 
her three pounds of that splendid stick candy they were selling over at "Madam's" for thirteen cents a pound, 
and since then, though no words have been spoken, there has been a silent understanding betwixt us. My heart 
would fain speak, Noah, but my tongue is as awkward as a plow-share, and never gets beyond the weather. 
What must I do, dear brother? You know I'm well able to marry, and Ma needs some one to do the churning. 
Your sound judgment shall guide me in this, my hour of perplexity. 
I'm in the library and send this by Chris. 
Yours, 
EPHRAIM GUZZLER WAYWACK.. 
P. S.—If not asking too much, send your celluloid cuffs with the collar. 
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EPHRAIM GUZZLER WAYWACK, ESQ., CAMPUS, May 12, 1897. 
College, City: 
DEAR " EPH. : " 
While seeking recreation by that manly sport known as croquet your note was handed me, and beneath the 
sighing leaflets, kissed by wanton vernal breezelets, I perused the same. 
The collar and cuffs are yours, dear brother, and my new red socks but wait your bidding to walk to your 
dormitory. So it's "calico" is it? that has caused you to set up of nights way until 10:30 P. M., when we 
thought you were awearing away your life on Bingham's Latin Grammar. Well, love and appetite and strawberry 
feasts are irresistible, and to quote the cheering words of our county paper, I say, " Go it, Hank; we always 
expected great things of you." 
Speak out to the " calico " is the advice of your friend Noah; in other words " Know her better." (Guess 
the Messenger will want that joke!) Tell her just what you told me and declaim it like you did "Asleep at 
the Switch" before the Philologian last week. Swear you just did make "prep" Latin, you thought so often of 
her. The tieing up wont cost you much. I'll marry you. Now don't think so much of the "rag" that you'll 
get to talking love in your sermon. Just wait till after the discourse and then accept her Pa's invitation to 
dinner. Eatin's is mighty good at that house, anyhow. 
Much luck to you, " Eph," and always remember that Noah Crookshank's motto is, " Go it Hank." 
Some of the cottage boys want to get up a dance at the end of the session. Isn't it horrible to think of ? 
What will become of our alma mater if the Faculty permit it ? 
Yours in the enthusiasm of intense sympathy, 
NOAH. 
P. S.—I send you a nice pocket-handkerchief. The sight of such little things pleases women mightily. 
Put it in your coat pocket so that one corner will peep out. N. C. 
„ _ RABBIT-FOOT CROSS-ROADS, VA., May 14, 1897. 
NOAH CROOKSHANKS, ESQ., 1 
Richmond College, Va.: 
DEAR NOAH : 
She is mine ! At twilight's mystic hour, when the frogs were croaking their symphonies in the ice-pond 
and all the land was fragrant with that guano her Pa had just bought, we plighted our trough near the old 
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cabbage patch and linked together two loving hearts that naught can separate. It wasn't so hard, Noah, and it 
beats strawberry feasts all to hollow. 
All during the sermon (my happiness creates ungodly thoughts) I noticed her a listening and a listening, and 
the love-light was strong in her eyes—strong almost as the light from one of those gas-jet things they use in 
Richmond. The handkerchief seemed to please her lots, and when I sat down during the song service and a 
little " tinsey " bit of my red socks showed, I knew she was mine. Her Pa came up directly after the doxology, 
and when he says, " Brother Waywack, I want you with me to dinner," I didn't resist. Then Genevieve, she 
came up, and when she said, " Howdy, Mr. Waywack," my heart thumped against my Waterbury watch like the 
students kicking the floor when a professor gets off a joke. The Spring lamb that day was great, and Gene­
vieve smiled so sweetly when I asked her for the third help. She insisted on my taking some back to College 
with me for snack. 
Her Pa (I call him my Pa, too, in my own thoughts now) wanted to know all the news, and what the 
professors were doing, and whether they were for free silver, and who was going to be the next Governor, and 
everything like that, until I thought I should ne'er get an opportunity to fondle the gentle Goochland dove that 
cooed so sweetly in my imagination. By and by, however, when I got to telling about the sermon 1 preached 
at Tadpole Gulch, he fell asleep, and about this time Genevieve, who had been reading a hymn-book near by, 
came up and invited me down to the barn to see the goslings. It was then we got to talkin' about ducks and 
things, and when, all of a sudden, I up and asked her if she wouldn't be my duck, she " kinder " gurgled in 
excitement and then fluttered right up against the corner of my pocket-handkerchief, all of which, dear Noah, 
was a much more effective way of saying "yes" than if she had shouted that much desired affirmative. I told 
her about Ma and the churn, and she said that was the most cheerin' nev/s of all. (How's that for the College 
Messenger?) 
When we separated at 9:30 that night to retire, she said: " Ephraim, dear, it's better than buttermilk and 
hoe cake, ain't it? The only thing that makes me fear is your splendid education; you won't laugh at your 
little country girl, will you? I replied " naw darling," ever so tenderly. 
Yes, old man, you must marry us. We can come up from College on that excursion June 22d, and 
thereby make the trip for half price. 
Don't look out for me in Richmond till you see me. 
Yours with an ever hungering appetite for love, EPH. 
[731 —£• R- C. 

WILLIAMS LAW ASSOCIATION. 
THE Williams Law Association was organized on the afternoon of October 9th, 1896. There were a large number of members present, and quite a lively contest for the offices of the Association between the Senior and Junior men took place, each endeavoring to place their representatives in office. The contest 
ended, however, by the Seniors securing the most desirable positions. 
The next meeting of importance was held on the night of January 6th, 1897, when the election of officers 
for the ensuing three months took place. This election proved to be more favorable to the Juniors than the 
preceding, they securing four of the six offices. 
On the evening of April 7th, 1897, the final election of officers for the session took place. 
In connection with this Association there is conducted a Moot Court, in which moot cases are tried, questions 
of a legal nature discussed, and all violations of the Constitution and By-laws of the Association punished. This 
court has proved to be a great benefit to members of the law class, and the source by which many of the 
students have become quite fluent speakers. 
CLAUDE M. DEAN. 
[75] 
* 
WILLI AM J  LAW AJJ°^IATI°N.  
The Following are the Officers who have served the Association During the Session of 1896-'97. 
Fall Term— 
EDGAR B. ENGLISH, - President. 
ARTHUR B- VAN BUREN, - - Vice President. 
CLAUDE M. DEAN, - Secretary. 
J. H. MERCER,  - - - - -  T r e a s u r e r .  
GEO. N. SKIPWITH, 
JAMES GATEWOOD, 
Censor. 
Sergeant-at-Arms. 
H. L. NORFLEET, 
CLAUDE M. DEAN, 
V. VAIDEN, 
THOMAS TEMPLE, 
JOHN C. WECKERT, 
C. P. JONES, JR., 
Intermediate Term — 
FRANK T. SHUMATE, 
J. H. MERCER, -
W. T. MOOKLAR, 
SANDS GAYLE, 
L. H. DREW, 
A. BOSHEN, 
Final Term. 
President. 
Vice-President. 
Secretary. 
Treasurer. 
- Censor. 
Sergeant-at-Arms. 
President. 
Vice President. 
Secretary. 
Treasurer. 
- Censor. 
- Sergeant-at-Arms. 
A. Boshen, 
J. T. Carneal, 
W. E. Crawford, 
Cary P. Carr, 
Claude M. Dean, 
Stanley C. De Camp. 
L. H. Drew, 
Edgar B. English, 
Lewis Fleming, 
W. B. Gay, 
MEMBERS OF THE ASSOCIATION. 
Sands Gayle, 
James T. Gatewood. 
J. R. L. Johnson, 
Carter D. Johnston, 
C. P. Jones, Jr., 
W. T. Mooklar, 
J. H. Mercer, 
H. L. Norfleet, 
M. H. Omohundro, 
Frank T. Shumate, 
Geo. N. Skipwith, 
Cary Stern, 
G. Palmer Stacy, 
R. A. Shepherd, 
J. R. Stafford, 
Thomas Temple, 
V. Vaiden, 
Arthur B. Van Buren, 
John C. Weckert. 
[76] 
FoRJAN ET HsAEC OLin  I iEniNI5 .SE JUVAPIT. 
33r HE qualifications of a good law student? Would you really like to know them? 
Well, there's no one I've ever seen who has them all. Possibly, if some of us could 
be born again, the desired article might be produced, but unfortunately people have 
cnly cne chance to be born nowadays, and when that is gone they never get another. 
Grant, however, for argument's sake that such a person exists and let us seek ac­
quaintance with him. His head equals a hogshead in size—a necessary arrangement 
to hold the information he must acquire—and around it hovers a halo of patience such 
as Job would have envied. His biceps are like those of Hercules, for he has ponder­
ous tomes to handle, and his tenacity of purpose is similar to the clutch of a bulldog. 
His perseverance surpasses that of a public office-seeker (if such a thing be possible) 
and his coolness equals that of a midsummer julep. Around his brain in an accumu­
lation of "gray matter" which contains more general knowledge than the Encyclopedia 
Britannica, and in his language there is a grace of oratory which no free-silverite can hope to acquire. Such is 
the law student as he ought to be and is not. In reality, he is but the humble plaintiff in the contest of Per­
spiration vs. Calfskin, once full of hope but now consumed by self-contempt. When he left home his parents 
recognized in him another Patrick Henry, and maybe he recognized the Patrick in himseif. But ere the second 
week is past he dreams of commissions of lunacy and inquires into the methods of suicide. The first thirty 
pages of law he reads (the word " reads " is synonymous with the term " chiselling information into one's head ") 
convinces him that he has tackled the toughest subject on earth. The second thirty assures him that he has 
found the dullest subject on earth, and the third thirty that he has unearthed the toughest, dullest and most 
exasperating subject, not only on earth but in the whole solar system. He is now ripe for work and the chisel­
ling process goes merrily on. There are no elementary works on law, and he finds that the text-writers presume 
at the outset that he knows more of the subject than the judiciary. It is sink or swim. He generally swims. 
He likewise has all the agonies of the drowning. Before he knows it he has ploughed through one thousand 
pages and then the rumors of examinations begin. This means a review of the one thousand pages, in addition 
to the current work, which alone would cause a conscientious man to sweat twenty-eight hours in every day. 
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Old examination questions are surreptitiously unearthed so that the Professor may be "spotted." Everybody 
should get them. The quizzer is sure to ask some of the old questions again, especially as each set contains 
everything in the book. When the Professor by means of a wheelbarrow has carted away your legal and gram­
matical idiosyncrasies, you breathe more freely, and as you breathe another thousand pages of review accumu­
lates. And so the treadmill goes on and conceit is ground away by the attrition of your stultitude. During 
your Junior year you regard the Seniors as legal colossi, and when your name is called out at commencement 
for a " dip" on " International and Constitutional," you slink up for the lamb's hide like some guilty creature. 
Your time as a Senior is mainly consumed in realizing that you have forgotten everything you learned as a 
Junior. In addition to this you learn to pronounce Latin like an ignoramus, and to distinguish between a fieri 
facias, a scire facias, a venire facias and a levari facias. When you thoroughly accomplish this you are a 
prodigy. All through the session the hope of your degree is the beacon light that guides you on—the beacon 
light that often flickers. When in June you are magnanimously allowed by the Faculty to pay five dollars for 
the skin of a defunct sheep you feel like the small boy who has partaken of hot water and dried apples, to-wit—-
much pufied up. 
And then you go to the bar, proud in the thought of 
your honors and in the knowledge you have acquired by 
your mental blacksmithing. Ycu tackle some old lawyer— 
a kind, fatherly man who has taken an interest in you, and 
he shows you marvellous consideration. Barring the fact that 
he rips you up the back, " cusses you out," stamps you, and 
then eats you up, he is as gentle as possible. 
Despair not, impatient reader, at the picture I have 
whitewashed on your imagination. Labor omnia vincit. I have 
known men, who after a systematic course of reading cover­
ing periods less than sixty years, have won laurels in mag­
istrates' courts and established for themselves incomes ranging 
from twenty-five to thirty dollars a month. 
EVAN R. CHESTERMAN. 
O* 6* 
» .0° 
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THE BEVIL 
The devil came up to the earth one day, 
And into a courthouse he wends his way, 
Just as an attorney with very grave face 
Was proceeding to argue the points in a case. 
Now, a lawyer his devilship never had seen, 
For to his dominions none ever had been, 
And he felt very curious the reason to know, 
Why none had been sent to the regions below. 
'Twas the fault of his agents, his Majesty thought, 
Why none of these sharpers had never been caught 
And for his own pleasure he had a desire 
To come to the earth and the reason enquire. 
Well, the lawyer who rose with visage so grave. 
Made out his opponent a consummate knave ; 
And the devil was really greatly amused. 
To hear the attorney so aptly abused. 
¥ 
THE LAWYERS.  
And as soon as the speaker had come to a close, 
The counsel opposing him fiercely arose 
And heaped such abuse on the head of the first, 
And made him a villain—of all men the worst. 
Thus they quarreled, contended, and argued so long, 
'Twas hard to determine the one that was wrong; 
So concluding he'd heard enough of the fuss, 
Old Nick turned away and soliloquized thus: 
'• If all they have said of each other be true, 
The devil has surely been robbed of his due ; 
But, I'm satisfied now, 'tis all very well, 
For these lawyers would ruin the morals of hell! 
"They've puzzled the court with their villainous cavil. 
And I'm free to confess they muddled the devil; 
My agents are right to let lawyers alone, 
If I had them, they'd swindle me out of my throne." 
—Ignotus. 
MOTTO: "Eat at pleasure and drink by measure. 
COLORS: Pea Green and Nut Brown. 
YELL: "Rattle! tattle! boom de-ay! 
We eat goobers every day ; 
Hi-o ! hi-o ! day and night, 
How's the Peanut Club ? It's all right 1 " 
BANQUET : Easter Saturday. 
OFFICERS: 
Past Proud Planter. 
Poor Plodding Ploughman. 
- Patient Peanut Picker. 
Patent Peanut Parcher. 
- " Poor Price Peanuts." 
J. D. GWALTNEY, 
W. B. DAUGHTRY, 
W. W. EDWARDS. 
B. E. LAWRENCE. 
Orator: W. L. PRINCE, 
J. T. Bowden, 
W. B. Daughtry. 
W. W. Edwards, 
J. D. Gwaltney, 
MEMBERS: 
J. L. Hart, 
J. E. Johnson, 
J. R. L. Johnson 
B. E. Lawrence, 
0. L. Owens, 
W. L. Prince, 
G. C. Smith. 
THE INDEPENDENT ORDER OF AIDNIQHT TOE* PULLER5.  
\ 
HEREAS in all ages of History, it has been recognized as one of the first duties 
of the student to cultivate "non-freshness;" and whereas in the ancient world, oratory 
was taught (not at 2 a. m., however) to the youth of Greece and Rome; and whereas 
since the time when the Great Law was written upon tables of stone, the world 
has felt a power even mightier than that of the sword—namely the rope : 
Therefore, have we banded ourselves together with a view to assist our "rats" 
in the warding off of that most detestable of vices—freshness; to encourage them 
in their attempts to sing and orate ; and to instruct them how to " get others on 
the string" as we have them. 
I. O. M. T. P. 
His Excellency, the Grand Master of the Rope, -
The Grand Mogul of don't-care-how-we-get-in, -
The Grand Commander of tell-'em-when-to-pull, -
The Grand Dumfounder of hold-your-mouth-while-the-rope-is-applied, 
J. B. KAUFMAN. 
J. D. FRAZER. 
S. H. FISHER. 
W. G. DEARINC. 
"Ye Knights Who do the Rest." 
A. P. Bagby, 
C. C. Barksdale, 
W. G. Bidgood, 
J. T. Davis, 
J. W, C. Jones, 
E. S. Ligon, 
W. S. McNeill, 
B. W. Montgomery, 
E. W. Provence, 
M. L. Rea. 
HONORARY. 
T. T. Duke, 
T. B. McAdams, 
R. D. White, 
D. B. Wills. 
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Below is a list of new members " pulled" this year. They are classified according to their mode 
initiation. 
Abbitt (The Spider). 
Brown (Now Blues). 
Cannon (To the right of them). 
Chelf ( ? ? ). 
Dean (Sar.). 
Durham (N. C.). 
Evans (Not Billy). 
Fletcher ( * * ? !—Garrett 1 ! ) . 
Hartley (Freshy). 
Hart (Clubs, Spades, etc.). 
Hening (One of the 400). 
Johnson (Pharaoh), 
Victims of the Rope. 
Jones, A. D. (B. C.). 
Jordan (Tippy). 
Lankford (Oh 1 My Toe!) 
Lawrence (Content). 
Luck (Good). 
Lumpkin (i. e. Pumpkin). 
McCabe (Uncle Peter). 
Mobley (Going South). 
Mitchell (Not Prof.). 
O'Bannon (Eh! O. B.). 
Overby To Home). 
Pearson (The Pacer). 
Pope (Ole Lady ! !). 
Sanford (Look Out). 
Seay (????). 
Trader (Picca-dilly). 
Wilson (A Plenty). 
Wilson (Breckenridge). 
Walker (Mocking-Bird) (?). 
Whitehead (Josh). 
Williams ( * Red Star). 
West (Not Bouis). 
Westcott (Grand Finale). 
Gayle—" Farewell." 
Lumpkin—"An Ode to the Order." 
Mabry, G. E.—"Old Woman and Her 
Mabry, J. H. —" Cataline's Defiance." 
McCabe—"Uncle Peter's Sermon." 
Our Celebrated Orators. 
Eggs." 
Seay—"I am Dying Egypt, Dying." 
Stafford— " Welcome.'' 
Tabb—' * America.'' 
Trader—"My Girl at Home." 
Willingham—" Greece." 
Disciples of Pan, God of Music, Each with His Favorite Song. 
Bailey—"Mary Had a Little Lamb." McCabe—"Sleep On, Beloved." 
Chambers—"Alabama Coon." Pearson—"After the Ball." 
Eggleston—-"Mary's Lamb." Peed and Wilson—"If You Love Me, Darling." 
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Victims of Burnt Rubber, Old Shoes, and that most Detestable HZS. 
Churn (Butter). 
Davis (C. C. C. C. C.) 
Lawrence (Whewl). 
Wilson (Almost Perished). 
Victims of the Paddle. 
Holland (Cry Baby). Spencer (Idem, Ditto). 
New Members of the Band who have Proven their Ability by their Midnight Renditions. 
Harlowe (Guitar). Nickols (Fiddle and Violin). 
Taylor (Harp). 
The Order's Yell. 
Rap-Rap-Rap. What makes you snore? 
Get out of bed and open up the door. 
He-hi-ho—In we go, 
Pull boys, jerk boys, we've got it on his toe. 
Color—Black. 
Favorite Song—"Sleep On, Beloved." 
[ 8 3 ]  
* 
* 
TIDEWATER CLUB. 
ORGANIZED FEBRUARY 2 3, 1897. 
OFFICERS: 
J. B. KAUFMAN, - - President. 
W .  L .  PRINCE,  - - - - - -  V i c e  P r e s i d e n t .  
ALLAN D. JONES,  - - - - - - -  S e c r e t a r y .  
BURNLEY LANKFORD,  - - - - - -  T r e a s u r e r .  
MEMBERS: 
W. G. Bidgood, J. T. Bowden, W. E. Churn, 
W. B. Daughtry, J. T. Davis, C. C. Davis, 
W. W. Edwards. J. D. Gwaltney, R. S. Garnett, 
J. L. Hart, J. E. Johnson, J. W. C. Jones, 
Allan D. Jones, J. B. Kaufman, B. Lankford, 
G. T. Lumpkin, J. D. Mitchell, F. W. Moore, 
0. L. Owens, C. C. Pearson, W. L. Prince, 
E. T. Poulson, T. B. E. Spencer, H. P. Pope, 
S. S. Robinson, B. West Tabb, W. N. Trader. 
R. D. White, 
COLORS: 
SKY BLUE AND SEA GREEN. 
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THE 5AD PATE OF OUR MUSICAL MAN. 
(Composed the Next Morning) 
We heard him loudly snore 
As we gently tied his door, 
While smothering all our giggles in our sleeve; 
Across the door a slat. 
With the door-knob tied to that, 
And Sir Nightingale was bagged, you may believe. 
Then sulphur odors vile 
You could smell for half a mile, 
Pervaded all his room from top to floor; 
Out of bed he sprang, 
While his dulcet voice rang, 
'What in thunder is the matter with this door?" 
"Fresh air! fresh air!" he said, 
"Or soon I must be dead," 
And to the open window rushed for breath 
The valiant fire brigade 
Heard the cry of "fire!" they said, 
And with their buckets drenched him half to death. 
He swore some dreadful oaths 
While hanging out his clothes, 
Declaring that such jokes a saint would vex ; 
We had a lot of fun, 
But we fear it isn't done, 
For, alas! we've had a summons from the Rex. 
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THE QREEK CLUB. 
c (\ J E ARE all Greeks," says Shelley; "our laws, our literature, our religion, our art have their roots in 
XA/ Greece." We may regard this statement as hyperbole, as neither our laws nor our religion have 
been derived from the Greeks. But yet it is true that Greek life touches modern life in its every 
aspect, social, political, intellectual, spiritual. In their strivings after the harmonious development of all man's 
physical and intellectual faculties, and in their devotion to those creative arts that adorn human life, the Greeks 
presented loftly ideals, well adapted to stimulating the modern man in all his efforts toward complete living, the 
highest aim of education. By study of the Greek language and literature and life, therefore, we are not merely 
acquiring linguistic knowledge and intellectual training, but are having implanted in us wholesome conceptions of 
life, and of our relations to life, the resultant of which our scholarship and character is best expressed by the 
term culture. 
Recognizing this, and realizing that the regular College course was far too short for the student to gain a proper 
conception of the varied aspects of Greek civilization, Professor Carroll suggested to the members of his senior 
class that much might be gained by the organization of a Club, for " the investigation of such phases of Greek 
literature and life as cannot be treated in the class-room, the acquirement of information regarding what is going 
on in the Greek world, and the stimulation of interest in Greek studies generally," The proposition was received 
with enthusiasm by the students, and at a class meeting in the Professor's study, a constitution was adopted 
and the Greek Club of Richmond College formerly organized October 10, 1896. 
The meetings are held monthly, and at each meeting papers are read by two members on topics assigned 
by the Executive Committee of the Club. The readings are always followed by informal discussions of the papers, 
and thus all are benefited by a single member's studies on a particular subject. " Lyric Poetry" was the 
center of study for the first naif session, and papers were read on Solon, Sappho, Pindar and other Greek 
lyrists. The latter term has been given to the study of the Greek Drama. Professor Carroll inaugurated the 
course by a lecture on the Greek Theatre at the February meeting, which has been followed by papers treating 
of the life and art of Aeschilus, Sophocles and Euripides. 
Besides the regular papers, a few minutes are devoted at each meeting to the discussion of current topics 
in the Greek world, and numerous magazine articles are reported. Under this head special attention has been 
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given to Modern Greece and to archaeological excavations on Greek soil. Occasionally meetings are open to 
invited guests; and it is hoped that after this year we may have one or two addresses each session by distin­
guished Greek scholars from other institutions. 
And finally, along with the culture of our appreciation of the beautiful and excellent in literature and art, 
and the development of the aesthetic and emotional nature by the study of the plays of Sophocles and the songs 
of Sappho, comes the more direct and practical training in aesthetics, when we are invited after the Club 
meetings to the Professor's parlors to be charmed for an hour and a half by the music and conversation of 
accomplished young ladies from the city. 
We leave each meeting prouder than ever that we belong to the Greek Club, and predict for the organiza­
tion wide usefulness in its many-sided training. 
ROBERT EDWARD LOVING. 
OFFICERS. 
PROF. MITCHELL CAR ROLL, 
JOHN EDWARD JOHNSON, 
ROBERT EDWARD LOVING, 
JOHN JETER HURT, 
President. 
Vice-President. 
Corresponding Secretary. 
Recording Secretary. 
ROLL OF '96-97. 
Prof. Mitchell Carroll, 
Eugene L. Carroll, 
W. Bonnie Daughtry, 
Willis W. Edwards, 
W. Ernest Gibson, 
Arthur J. Hall, 
John J. Hurt, 
John E. Johnson, 
John B. Kaufman, 
Robert E. Loving, 
Melvin A. Martin, 
Charles G. McDaniel, 
Charles E. Stuart, 
John A. Sullivan, 
Oscar L. Owens, 
Ernest W. Provence, 
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THE AUCTION AT FINCH ANL PAR KER'S.  
A SMALL store in the little mining town of Blasted Pine, Virginia, bore upon its front in large and impos­ing letters the words •• Unit ed Emporium," and displayed within its windows a heterogeneous array of 
groceries, confectioneries, shoes, dry-goods, hardware and millinery. This establishment, as its name sug­
gested, was a combination. It was also a compromise. 
At about the same time, two men from different sections of the surrounding country had been struck inde­
pendently by the business opening which the village presented, had sold their farms, moved in, and started 
stores. From the first, the feeling between Finch and Barker was hostile and suspicious. Finch, the first to 
arrive upon the scene, resented the subsequent intrusion of Barker as a personal wrong. Barker, on the other 
hand, provoked and chagrined to find himself forestalled, brooded bitterly upon the undue advantage which 
accrued to his rival from possession of the field. 
For some time there was war to the knife between the two merchants; both strangers in the village, as 
well as to each other; the one a dyspeptic bachelor of forty-three, the other a solitary widower of fifty. The 
strife was embittered by a firm conviction in the breast of each that the other stooped to dishonest and under­
hand methods which he himself would die rather than employ. Every issue of the Blasted Pine Progress, the 
weekly, paper of the village, contained a flaming advertisement from each, in which mutual innuendoes mingled 
not obscurely with the praises of their wares. 
And, in the meantime, the hearts of the good ladies of Blasted Pine and the surrounding regions were 
made glad with bargains. 
If Finch advertised real Indigo blue prints, newest effects, only five cents a yard, and real Scotch apron 
ginghams, only ten cents a yard; Rebecca-at-the-well tea-pots for thirty cents; golden drip syrup thirty-five 
cents a gallon; ladies' untrirr.med hats and bonnets, fashionable shapes, twenty-five cents choice; Barker would 
retort with real Indigo blue prints, newest effects, only four and a half cents a yard; real Scotch apron ginghams, 
only nine cents; Rebecca-at-the-well tea-pcts, twenty-eight cents—or twenty-five if he was particularly exasperated 
by the harassing competition, or if the tide of public favor seemed to be turning toward his rival. 
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It must be confessed that both somewhat lost their heads in the excitement of the contest; and in their desire 
to undersell each other, cut their prices down with a dash and determination which bordered upon recklessness. 
But both Finch and Barker were determined men ; and each believed that in the long run his own honesty 
and fair dealing would triumph over the machinations of his enemy. The one was a Methodist, the other a 
Presbyterian, but they met in the one (Union) church of the place; and each looked scorn upon the other. 
Barker, tall, silent, stooping; Finch, shorter, stouter, younger, but no less grave and non-committal in demeanor. 
It was not long before it became apparent to both that the competition between them must end somewhere. 
Already they had passed the boundary line of profit, and were fast drifting to actual loss, while neither could 
see that he had gained any point of vantage over the other. It was impossible for either to go back and raise 
his prices; to go further was ruin. A grim and distasteful conviction was forced upon both that there must be 
of necessity a compromise. The result was the " United Emporium," and a cessation of the unexampled bar­
gains which had delighted Blasted Pine. The real Indigo blue prints and the Rebecca-at-the-well tea-pots 
regained with a bound their normal prices, the advertisements in the Blasted Pine Progress ceased, and calm 
settled upon the thrifty housewives who had been torn between their eagerness to reap this week's bargains and 
their anxiety to wait for next week's reductions. 
Calm also reigned outwardly over the Emporium. But Finch looked askance upon Barker, and Barker dis­
trusted Finch. Each had brought from his farm dark traditions of the slipperiness of trade, and invested the 
other with all the sinister tendencies of the mercantile class. Even when their connection had established 
between them a semblance of intimacy this mutual watchfulness remained. 
One day, a few months after the partnership had been formed, a curious-looking little man walked into the 
store, and asked to examine some red bandanna handkerchiefs which were displayed upon the counter. There 
was a fixed smile upon his small, deeply sun-burnt face, as he held them up in his dirty brown hands, and he 
seemed to admire them very much. But he put them down when he heard the price, and shook his head. 
"I got so little money!" he said, with a sigh like that of a disappointed child. He looked up at Finch 
with a pair of very tiny light blue eyes, which seemed so pale in contrast with his dark unshaven face as to 
give him almost the appearance of blindness. And his glance wandered to Barker, standing by in solemn idle­
ness, for it was a rainy day and trade was slack. 
" I got so little money!" he said again, with his perpetual appealing smile. One would not, from his dress, 
have taken him to be a particularly profitable customer. He was an oddly, weather-beaten figure from his rusty 
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black hair and tanned face, which was also, upon one side, scarred and marked with powder, to his baggy and 
shapeless clothes of some coarse gray stuff. He looked wistfully at the handkerchiefs, and then at the laden 
shelves, still smiling. 
"  I ain't even got money to get me my dinner," he remarked. There was something about the artlessness 
of the stranger which went alike to the heart of Finch and of Barker; so refreshing was it to each after his 
continued contemplation of the unfathomable craft of the other; and the same thought occurred to both. They 
needed a man to sweep, bring fuel, and go on errands; and why not this one ? 
Weavle Kidder, for so he called himself, soon rendered himself indispensable at the Emporium. Constant 
distrust and suspicion were foreign to the nature of both the partners, and the simplicity and transparency of the 
new employee were restful in the extreme; and, for all his odd, child-like ways, he was really not without a cer­
tain cleverness, as he often showed, to the surprise of his employers. 
It had amused them at first to see him attempting to sell goods when, as on market days, there was a 
rush of country trade. But it soon dawned upon them that Kidder was not an unsuccessful salesman, and he 
was gradually allowed to stand behind the counter on ordinary occasions. 
His little blue beads of eyes twinkled with innocent pride as he measured off turkey-red calico or tied up 
bundles of tea, and more and more Finch and Barker were convinced that they had indeed secured a jewel. 
By tacit understanding, the Emporium had been closed and both partners had set off together for Rich­
mond, the first time it had been necessary to replenish their stock, neither being willing to trust the other either 
to purchase the goods or to run the store alone. 
They disliked to suspend business, but there seemed no help for it. Who knew what Finch might do in 
Barker's absence, or Barker in -Finch's? As the time for laying in their fall goods approached the same 
thought occurred to the two men. Each still felt the necessity of keeping his eye upon the other, and it was 
plain that both must go. But why not keep the store open, with Kidder in charge ? 
Kidder's habitual smile broadened a little, but he shook his head and modestly protested. " I don' know 
'bout running a store," he said. His eyes, however, ran over the shelves with child-like pleasure, glistening as 
if the prospect of being the temporary head of the establishment was agreeably exciting to his fancy. 
He had improved his appearance by substituting an almost picturesquely ill-fitting new blue suit for the dilapi­
dated gray one which he had worn, but he was still, in the eyes of the firm, a decidedly touching and pathetic 
figure. 
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So far as his appearance went he might have been older than they; he might have been younger than 
either. But whatever his age, the two treated him with the indulgent kindness one shows to a helpless child. 
Very small and helpless, indeed, he looked as they left him standing in the door of the Emporium, and his 
smile was almost infantile. But he waved his hand in farewell to them with an air which struck and amused 
them both. There was in it so distinct a touch of simple-hearted elation and self-importance that they chuckled 
as they turned the corner. 
With their minds at rest about the store, they enjoyed their trip to Richmond as much as their constant 
cautious supervision of each other permitted. 
Finch was not satisfied that there was not more than met the eye in a certain transaction in cotton-warp 
green and blue plaids, and Barker had his doubts whether or not he quite saw to the bottom of the negotia­
tions relating to sugar and molasses. There did occasionally seem to each that there were traces of a secret 
understanding between his partner and the city merchants, but there was no tangible ground of complaint, and 
the pair preserved unbroken their usual coldly civil relations. 
The Emporium stood near the station, but facing the other way. "^or the sake of a short cut the two, on 
their arrival, took the back entrance, which led through a sort of lumber-ioom into the store. They picked their 
way through the trash and the litter, the boxes and barrels accumulated there, on toward the front room, with 
its counters piled with rare-colored calicoes and woollens, its shelves laden with goodly rows of canned meats 
and fruits, cannisters of tea and coffee, shining tinware, boxes of blacking, jars of striped candy, stationery, spool 
cotton, horse medicine and miscellanies. Already they saw it all, and the proud, pathetic little clerk in charge. 
Finch opened the door, but he fell back upon Barker; and a mouse, startled, scuttled along a shelf to its hole 
in the wall. 
They stared about them wildly, with thumping hearts. Where were the calicoes, woollens, tins, cans of fruit, 
hats, bonnets, horse medicine ? All had vanished like the pomp and pageantry of a dream ! A few flies buzzed 
about some sugar spilled upon the long bare counter; a strong smell of kerosene oil exhaled from a jug over­
turned upon the dirty floor. All else had gone, and left no trace. 
Suddenly there was a flutter of scarlet across the window. They dashed forward and opened the door. 
Yes, there it was; the gay little red flag which had summoned Blasted Pine to a carnival of bargains. 
They gazed at it awhile from without, then slowly re-entered. They had hardly spoken. What was there 
to say ? 
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Their glance wandered forlornly over the empty shelves, the littered floor, the dancing strips of turkey-red 
calico, which ever and anon tapped with mocking brightness upon the rifled window. But more than once the 
eyes of each stole furtively to the countenance of the other. 
A grim and shamefaced smile crept into Finch's face, and Barker, seeing it, gave a husky laugh. He held 
out his hand. " Shake, brother," he said. Finch paused a moment. " I want to say," he remarked, solemnly, 
" that I've been a fool." And their knuckles whitened in the fervor of their grasp. 
A. S. W. 
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PRIMULA VERLS.  
{From the German by Lenau.) 
I. 
Dearest of flowers. 
Art thou so early, 
Once more returned ? 
Be by me greeted. 
Primula Veris! 
More lightly than all. 
Blooms of the meadow 
Hast thou soft slumbered, 
Dearest of flowers, 
Primula Veris! 
II. 
Dearest of flowers. 
Primula Veris! 
Holy, 1 na me thee, 
Pure flower of faith. 
Yea. trusting the first 
Nod of the heavens 
Hast'st thou to meet her, 
Barest thy breast. 
For spring is now come. 
Nor may the hoar frost, 
The lowering cloud. 
Again veil her from sight. 
Sure by thee alone 
Are rightly heard the 
First gentle whisp'ring 
Of waking springtime, 
Primula Veris! 
For me in my heart, 
Hath bloomed in time past 
More lovely than all 
The flowers of love, 
Primula Veris ! 
Flower, thou believest 
That the so longed for 
Divinely-sent spring 
Has finally come. 
Thou barest thy breast, 
But there enters now 
The vigilant frost 
With death to thy heart. 
Yes, it may fade ! 
Yet. of the flower, 
The believing soul 
Can never be lost. 
—A. M. C. 
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JETER MEMORIAL HALL OF RICHMOND COLLEGE 
THE LIBRARY. 
" A book's a book although there's nothing in it." 
THIS bit of Lord Byron's sarcasm has no application in the Library of Richmond College. Twelve thousand five hundred volumes—and every one has something in it! Bacon's prescriptive advice, "some books are 
to be tasted, others swallowed, and others chewed and digested " may be followed here ad libitum. Nor 
will we admit Carlyle's conceit, " books are like men's souls divided into sheep and goats." Just think of a goat 
book in our splendid Jeter Memorial Hall. Out with the idea! 
Over the door-way of the Library of Thebes was the inscription, 
" Medicine for the soul." Put that with Milton's toast, " Books are 
i as meats and viands are," and you have at once the key to the 
Bp' attractiveness and popularity of our delightful literary rendezvous. 
Uf vl'#.. '" 3 When our Solons go forth into the busy, dusty highways of life, 
toiling that by the sweat of their brow they may eat bread, there's 
no "nook or corner" of Alma Mater to which they will turn with 
more pathetic longing than to the comfortable chair, and the mag-
Mi azines in the Old Hall—there will be no memory more green than 
evenings in the alcoves with shelves on every side filled with new 
•BH|k , books and old—the old, "the product of the world's youth;" the 
new, "the fruit of the world's age." Dear Old Library! Happy 
y; hours! * * * * * 
% ^\' ' f f ^ ^B The Library is a recent creation. When the cruel war was over 
W i t  w a s  f o u n d  t h a t  "  o u r  f r i e n d s ,  t h e  e n e m y  "  h a d  b e c o m e  s o  e n a m -
ijL. ,^B ored of College books that, borrowing, they never returned. In the 
fiB language of another, "Incipient literati from the North, in Shakes­
peare's mild phrase," conveyed "its treasures from the shelves," 
HENRY K . ELLYSON. 
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Who built the pyramids may never be known, but we cannot forget 
who came to our help and laid anew the foundations of our library. 
No monument has been erected to Edward Jarworth Owen, LL. D., 
of Wales, our benefactor, but he it was who, in 1867, made the hand­
some gift cf two thousand five hundred and ninety-seven volumes to 
Richmond College. Blessed hand of stranger! Massachusetts sent 
the first gift in money. Hon. Isaac Davis, of Worcester, in 1882. 
gladdened ail hearts by a donation of one thousand dollars. How 
big it looked! Then came the New Hall, with its spacious accom­
modations, well lighted, 
PROF. L . R. HAMBERLIN, 
Poet Laureate of Richmond College. 
REV, JEREMIAH BELL JETER, D . D. 
cosy,comfortable, hand-
so m e ly furnished—an 
ideal home for books 
and students. 
Our books are Col­
lege books, but let no 
one suppose that the 
muses are excluded. 
Nor do Philosophy and 
the Classics rule out 
stories of the tender passion. What would a College boy do with­
out an occasional love story! The Law has its ample alcove; En­
cyclopedias on every side hold out welcoming hands; Lexicons rulo; 
but the tender bonds of the lighter literature unite them all in one 
l o v i n g  f a m i l y .  . . . . .  
" May it not be many years before the young of both sexes who 
come on some brief visit to Richmond, shall not only delight in its 
varied hills and splendid streets, and noble river, and beautiful, peace­
[ 0 7 ]  
ful Hollywood ; shall not only gaze on the exquisite symmetry and homely grace of the Old Capitol and search 
out the Houdon Statue ; not only stand entranced before the equestrian Washington, and his grand Revolutionary 
comrades—a work of art with which not many of its kind in all the world can be compared—but shall presently 
come along Grace street to behold the new statue of one whom Virginians to remotest ages must delight to honor, 
and then entering Richmond's own College, shall find that all these beauties of nature, and glories of architec­
ture, and triumphs of the modern chisel, have but prepared them somewhat better to appreciate even copies of 
those immortal works in which the Old Italian painters and the ancient Greek sculptors still reign supreme in 
the highest domains of art." So spoke twenty years ago the orator who dedicated the Thomas Museum and 
Art Hall, named for our princely benefactor, and his dream is being realized. Art treasurers are gathering—busts 
and paintings, statuary and curios from distant lands. The chisel of Valentine—the plastic touch of Ezekiel and 
Frith, the brush of De Sanctis have been made tributary to the embellishment of Library and Museum. Anti­
quities, implements of warfare and husbandry, the utensils and ornaments of , anc ient life, relics of Indian and 
Aztec races—these, and more, stimulate research and lend wings to historical imagination. Through open, hos­
pitable doors, the visitor may enter our "haunt of the Muses" and find in Library and Museum treasures of art, 
poetry, history, philosophy and eloquence. 
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T o  A HANDKERCHIEF.  
Relic of summer days gone by, 
Thy folds reveal, half hid between 
A winsome face, a sparkling eye, 
A bright June morning's sunny scene. 
Thy fringe shakes out a silvery peal 
Of laughter gay, all unrestrained. 
Howe'er she wished to press the seal 
Upon those lips, of anger feigned; 
As lightly from her dainty hand 
Straight thou wert tossed at my poor head, 
And this, enforced by stern command:— 
"Take back, sir, what you've rashly said." 
1 fold thee up twixt smile and sigh, 
Sweet souvenir of days gone by. 
—Gained Ryland. 
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DR. CHARLES H.  RYLAND. 
REV. Charles Hill Ryland. D. D., was born in King and Queen County, Va., January 22, 1836. After a thorough training at Fleetwood Academy he entered Richmond College in 1854, and the Southern Bap­tist Theological Seminary in 1859. During the civil war he was for two years with the Confederate 
army in Virginia as evangelist and colporter, and subsequently the depositary and treasurer of the Army Col-
portage Board. 
He was ordained in 1862 at Bruington Church, and became 
pastor, after the close of the war, of Burrus' Church, Mount Car-
mel, succeeding the distinguished preachers, Andrew Broaddus and 
A. M. Poindexter, in that venerable church. In 1866 he was made 
General Superintendent of the Sunday Schools in Virginia under the 
General Association, and succeeded in reorganizing and equipping 
the schools, and in bringing their work to a high degree of pro­
ficiency. In 1869 he married and became pastor of a church in 
Alexandria, Va. 
In 1874 Dr. Ryland became Financial Secretary of Richmond 
College. This position he still holds, and with it have been com­
bined the offices of Treasurer, Librarian and Superintendent of 
Grounds and Buildings. Dr. Ryland's work in behalf of Richmond 
College can hardly be estimated. He has increased and preserved 
its funds and has strengthened the College in countless ways. He is 
regarded as a wise counsellor, a sagacious man of business, and a 
cultured and scholarly preacher. During his whole official connec­
tion with Richmond College he has continued to do the work of a 
pastor. 
Dr. Ryland is a Trustee of Richmond College, a Director of the American Baptist Historical Society, a 
Trustee of the Southern Baptist Theological Seminary, a member of the Foreign Mission Board of the Southern 
Baptist Convention, and of the Education Board of Virginia. Since 1876 he has been Secretary of the Virginia 
Baptist Historical Society, which he was largely instrumental in organizing. 
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REV. CHA RLES H . RYLAND, D. D. 
"NUTHIN' I N P ERTKKLER." 
IF ever one poor, naughty little brat had a hard time in this life, it was that boy of Lord Chesterfield—the youngster to whom the famous letters on politeness were indited. Politeness, of course, doesn't cost any­
thing and when one meets a strange dog, of ferocious aspect, 'tis a good thing to use, but for all that it gets 
monotonous after a while. This particular boy of the aforesaid afflictions was dosed on good manners and fine 
breeding until he must have raved and torn his hair. Every time his Pa wrote him he threw in nine or ten 
thousand words on proper deportment and then wound up his epistle with a reference to some Latin author whose 
works the sorrow-stricken youth was ordered to translate. The average urchin is decidedly weak on proper de­
portment, and ninety-nine out of a hundred are positively rickety on Latin translations. Therefore the Chester-
fieldian brat (whose record as a Sunday school scholar was not particularly lustrous) had a hard and rocky road 
to travel, and as a consequence he captured but few " chromos" in life. To be plain, he proved an utter failure, 
and I doubt not that as a man he ate with his knife and combed his whiskers with his fork. Yea, more! I 
suspect he spilt soup on his shirt and washed his hands in the finger bowls. Possibly he even wore white socks. 
Men have done similar things under much less provocation. Who could blame the boy, when he had politeness 
ding-donged into his ears from early morn 'till dewy eve? If he had followed every suggestion made by his 
father, life would have been a gigantic quinine capsule to him. But like most boys he didn't follow the sug­
gestions. 
One of the few good bits of advice given by Lord Chesterfield to his much-tortured offspring was on the 
subject of pedantry. For the sake of those youths whose fathers do not write them wise letters filled with di­
dactic utterances, I quote the worthy English politician. "Wear your learning like your watch, in a private 
pocket," says the gentleman who never tucked his napkin under his chin; "and do not pull it out and strike it, 
merely to show that you have one. If you are asked what o'clock it is, tell it; but do not proclaim it hourly 
and unasked, like the watchman." Referring to the man who spouts the classics in society, Lord Chesterfield 
says: " These are the communicative and shining pedants who adorn their conversation, even with women, by 
happy quotations of Greek and Latin, and who have contracted such a familiarity with the Greek and Roman 
authors that they call them by certain names or epithets denoting intimacy. As old Homer; that sly rogue 
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Horace; Maro instead of Virgil; and Naso, instead of Ovid. These are often imitated by coxcombs, who have 
no learning at all, but who have got some names and some scraps of ancient authors by heart, which they im­
properly and impertinently retail in all companies in hopes of passing for scholars." 
The members of the Geographical and Historical Society of Richmond College could find much food for 
reflection in Paul Leicester Ford's famous book, "The True George Washington," which presents an entirely 
new picture of the lamented General. From this work it appears that our first President was quite as much 
a man as a diety. To begin with he had false teeth'—teeth made from the ivories of the hippopotamus— 
and with these he ate many a fine dinner. So also, if there happened to be any good wine or punch in the 
neighborhood of Mt. Vernon, the late George could always be found in the immediate vicinity. The " Father of 
his Country," according to Mr. Ford, was by no means a good speller, and his English grammar would not have 
carried him through the "prep" classes of a third class College. In truth, some of his compositions were gems 
of ignorance, and if produced in the present day, might be taken for dialect stories. Washington well knew 
his defect in the lines above alluded to, and it was the cross of his life that Webster's dictionary was not 
born until after his day. The author by no means disparages our idol in quoting these facts, and on the con­
trary he shows his little weaknesses (if appetite and false teeth are weaknesses) merely to let us know that 
even a poor speller and bad grammarian can be truly great. How sweet is the solace we derive from this! 
Mr. Ford also shows that Washington, like the rest of us, could use Billingsgate when the occasion demanded 
it, and that although unable to tell a lie in his youth, he outgrew this disability as he advanced in years. 
Possibly in quoting from "The True George Washington" the writer has unconsciously done the great patriot 
some injustice, and therefore, by way of compromise, he begs to submit Bill Nye's eulogy, which is as follows: 
' George Washington was always ready. If you wanted a man to be first in war, you could call on 
George. If you desired an adult who would be first baseman in time of peace, Mr. Washington could be tele­
phoned at any hour of the day or night. If you needed a man to be first in the hearts of his countrymen, 
George's post office address was at once secured." 
ERASTUS 
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LEAFLETS FROM AN OCEAN DIARY. 
STEAMSHIP ETH IOPIA, June 11, 1894. 
AWEEK ago last Saturday afternoon, we steamed away from the New York pier and watched the patient crowd standing there on the outermost edge to wave us good-bye as long as our ship was in sight. It 
seemed a slight thing then to cut our moorings and glide out into the sea where our path was waiting 
for us. For some, there had been partings that meant separation forever, and the last kiss would keep repeating 
itself in spite of the stern command that visitors must "get ashore." But most of us were filled with the joy of 
a new experience, and the fear of danger was a thought far from our minds. There was a fear, however, enter­
tained by some, the horror of "Mai de Mer," and Sandy Hook had hardly been passed before that fear had 
shaped itself into a reality and the dread fiend had begun to single out its victims. That night and the next 
day the malady wore its most desperate form. Then it took a milder guise and settled down into that hope­
lessly chronic state of contempt for life and imbecility which time lets sometimes wane and often wax, but 
never die. Monday and Tuesday only served to confirm the first unhappiness and when Wednesday came, 
I had lost all ambition to appear on deck again. Breakfast and lunch had passed and still I could not get 
beyond my cabin, until the combined arguments and threats of steward and stewardess induced me to make 
the supreme effort. 
I was just putting the last weary touches to my toilet when a sudden jar and quivering of the ship sent 
me reeling against my door. It did not seem to me more violent than I had supposed ship motions sometimes 
to be, and I should hardly have thought of alarm had I not seen one of the ladies rush out of her cabin with 
an agonized fear on her face and hurry towards the deck. I quickly followed her, and as I neared the steps 
that led above I saw a sight that sent a thrill through me. Every passenger on the ship, it seemed to me, was 
hurrying in, each face blanched with a dread that was yet nameless to me. Soon the terrible news came down. 
The ship had struck an iceberg, a large hole had been made in her front, and we 'might go down at any 
instant. It was the moment of a lifetime ; face to face with death on the ocean and no ship near enough even 
to bear word of our destruction. The news so stunned me that I was saved those demonstrations of horror 
which gave others some relief. Strong men grew white and trembled. One woman clasped her son and 
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shrieked and groaned in such despair that I f ell to pitying her. Nobody knew what to do or where to be. Some 
thinking we might have to take to the-life boats at once, came below and provided themselves with their 
heaviest wraps; others made haste to secure their money so that in case they reached shore, they might have 
the means of providing themselves with food and other necessaries. One provident old Scotch-woman found her 
heart's affections turning to a pair of new American shoes, and soon she appeared on deck with these under 
her arm, ready for the life-boat. For myself, I did nothing. I could not believe that the worst had come and 
if it had, I had no heart to secure one treasure more than another. To me the thought of the life-boats was 
a hopeless one, as there was small prospect of outliving the probable two days rowing over the waters down 
almost to freezing point. Icebergs threatened us at every point, and the heavy fog shut us in like a mountain. 
And so I waited because there seemed nothing else to do, until the word went round that the captain would 
speak to all the passengers at once in the saloon. Then for the first time the thought came to me that the 
final moment was really at hand. 1 had read many times of how, on sinking ships, the captains summoned all 
about them to give parting directions before the life-boats were lowered. It was like the realization of some 
bad dream when I caught in the mirror of the saloon, a reflection of the terror-stricken faces waiting to hear 
our doom. It seemed a long time that we stood there ; and yet it could not have been more than two or three 
minutes before the captain came. When he entered and took his stand I found myself just in front of him and 
the smile that lighted his face went straight to my heart. 1 know now, and felt vaguely even then, that that 
smile cost him great effort and was hedged about by anxious cares, and yet it meant at least that the news 
he brought was not the worst. He stood with one hand resting on the table the other grasping his cap as if 
he were eager to be back at his work, and spoke the biessed words with which even "The Sweetest Story Ever 
Told" might compete at a disadvantage. 
He said that the ship had indeed been struck and a rupture made, but that enough was left to carry us 
over, and he believed it would not be long before the damage was repaired and we on our way again. When 
some one anxiously suggested the life-boats, he smiled and said: "No, no; this old ship is the only one we 
need, she will take us safely over." Then he was again quickly gone to direct the work, and while some of us 
breathed more freely the terror with others seemed only fairly begun. Of course the captain would not tell us 
the worst, they said. He was waiting to see what he could do with the hole in the steamer before he excited 
our fears; besides, we were in the iceberg district, and at any time others were likely to descend upon us. These 
and countless other fears found voice. People talked of death as a present reality. 
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It was strange to hear the different views that crowded to express themselves. One passenger said she 
was quite ready to die, as her will was made and her valuables all disposed of. Another, a young man, said 
he had worked hard many years to realize some ambition and now, in sight of the goal, he could not bear to 
die without its attainment. A mother, the one who was so wild in the first moment of alarm, mourned that 
she had brought her boy to death just in the beginning of his manhood. For herself she did not care; she 
had lived long and had many pleasures, but the thought that he too must go was very bitter to her. Another— 
and after all that was the saddest—a beautiful young girl, who was going abroad to study for the stage, said 
that when she saw the sailors begin to lower the life-boats she determined that she would not clamor for a place; if 
any must be left behind she would choose that part, for she was alone in the world and there would be none to 
miss her if she were lost. 
The day wore slowly on, and in the early evening the notice spread that at eight o'clock a service of thanks 
for our delivery from death would be held. At the meeting there was no sermon, no talk—only the reading of 
the service and the hymns, "Jesus, Lover of My Soul," and " Safe in the Arms of Jesus." When we came to 
the words— 
" Here let me wait with patience, 
Wait 'till the night is o'er, 
Wait 'till I see the morning."—• 
1 think every one felt that hymn to have been written for just such a time as this. We were so impatient for 
the ship to move, so full of worry over the coming night that we needed sadly to be soothed. When the ser­
vice was ended the people lingered to exchange their fears and many would have kept a common vigil in the 
saloon had the obdurate steward not insisted that the anxiety should not be so encouraged and that all should take 
what rest they could. Even then his insistence would have been vain if the lights had not been extinguished. 
All night long the dreary fog horn blew and blew, and to the watchers in nearly every cabin each blast 
brought a new sense of danger and fear. Many did not even pretend to retire, but remained dressed and ready 
to respond to any call. The next morning about 5 o'clock, the watchers on deck discovered another iceberg 
floating around. Some thought it probable that the one which worked our disaster was still close upon us. Both 
were of enormous dimensions, far taller than the ship and perhaps twice the size. In the heavy fog they were not 
clearly discernible, but were beautiful in shape and coloring, the transparent ice surface showing a bluish light 
through it. 
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The situation was not much improved by this time. The ship was drifting at the mercy of the waves and 
the violent rocking was torture to the sea invalids. The sailors were working desperately at the hole, but there 
was no saying when their labors would be completed. The spars which we were carrying over for Gould's craft, 
The Vigilant, to use in its race with The Valkyrie up the Clyde, had to be pressed into service as timber for the 
new water wall. It was reported that the damage was too great to admit of our proceeding further and that we 
would have to drift indefinitely until we met a vessel which could take us aboard. The stewardess told a horri­
ble story of how this same steamer, on account of some break in the machinery, once had to drift three weeks 
waiting for rescue. This, however, was a new experience for all—captain, officers, stewards and sailors. They 
told us afterwards that no ship had ever before struck an iceberg without going down, and the men gave it as 
their common testimony that they thought there was no hope for us. Even then when the first great crisis was 
past it was maddening to sit, helplessly waiting, plunging from height to depth of the waves, feeling that although 
we might be floating anywhere, we could not hope that we were moving on our course or that our anxiety was 
likely to have an end. As I sat hour by hour looking over the great ocean and feeling that no human soul was 
near to help us, or even to know of our dire need, a great sense of the loneliness of our lot came over me. 
Suppose we should yet be lost and our fate be unknown ! It made one positively unhappy to think that those 
who would have cared most for our safety were all unconscious of our supreme danger. And then the uncer­
tainty—this was the suspense that made us nearly insane. Only the worst news could be greater torture than 
this anxiety. 
At last—it seemed weeks, in reality it was a little less than a day after the crash—as we sat mourn­
fully discussing and rediscussing the prospect, the glad news came, "she has started!" The word passed around 
like a flash, and everybody sprang up to find out the truth. It put a new spirit into us all to know that at least 
one cause of anxieity was gone—the ship could move. Whether we would have material enough to do the 
mending, or whether the work when finished would make the ship strong enough, were questions that only time 
could solve; but the joy of going on banished all worry for the moment. 
The next day for several hours we drifted again to rest the ship, as they told us then, but we afterwards 
learned that there was a breakage in the machinery that threatened to prove serious, but the damage was re­
paired and then we set out in earnest with no more stops except for heavy fogs. Our one desire now was to 
get away from "The Banks," those Newfoundland waters that had brought us the fogs and with them the 
icebergs. 
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At the time of the accident there had been great talk of our trying to reach Halifax, in the hope tha 
we might secure another vessel there and proceed on our way, but there were still many who wanted only one 
foot on land to hurry by the first train to New York and thence home. 
But all that surmising is over now. Yesterday we got back into the course from which we had drifted just 
one week ago to-day, and the log this noon showed 240 miles travelled on our destined way. This was the 
day for us to have landed, and instead we find ourselves 2,000 miles away from our port; but gratitude for our 
rescue and for this morning of sunshine, which, since the collision, has been denied us. makes us forget to 
grumble that we are not further on our voyage. 
O. L. H. 
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Descending in the west, 
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| So wrapt in thought was I, 
Or fixed in mind his question. 
And how I'd make reply. 
" 1 kn ow," said he delighted, 
With pleasure_injiis'[eye. 
" I k now that they are only 
Small holes cut in the sky. 
'Through which the light of Heaven 
May shine down from above, 
And mama looking through them. 
May smile at us in love." 
—5. C. 
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A THOUQHTFUL TOURIST.  
To the Editors of the SPIDER: 
Gentlemen,—I hand you herewith a letter from Professor Mitchell; it will explain itself. I hope you will 
put forth your best efforts to furnish the requisite books by the specified tme. 
Yours truly, 
ALLAN D. JONES, 
Richmond College, June 6, 1897. Secretary. 
To the Managers of the SPIDER: 
Dear Sirs,—Hearing that the issue of the SPIDER will very probably be delayed, I write to you request­
ing that every effort be made to furnish our party with copies before we leave on our European trip. You may 
be aware that a party of students and myself anticipate making a tour of England, France, Germany, South 
Europe and Egypt. 
We will leave on the 7th inst. for New York, thence across those awful tossing waves. We hope to be 
able to visit the ancestral halls of several members of the party. 
The two Irishmen, McNeill and McAdams, will be with us, and of course we will make an excursion into 
Ireland that they may gaze on "the little brown cot" and potato patch of their forefathe'rs. 
We will take a special trip to Jerusalem, so that Joseph and Vivian Myers, the Hebrew element of the 
party, may be enabled to shed tears over the ruins of the " Blessed City " and to weep at the tomb of their fore­
father, the late lamented Adam. 
It is my intention to take along a number of copies of your publication, as we are especially invited to the 
Queen's Diamond Jubilee, and of course will receive some slight souvenir in the way of a diamond solitaire. 
We will have to do something nice for "Vic.," and I can think of nothing better or more appropriate than to 
present her with a SPIDER—to put a spider in her dumpling as it were. 
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It is also my earnest wish to make a gift of a copy of this book to the British Museum, so that orators 
of succeeding generations may have easy access to the best wit and humor of the closing decade of the nine­
teenth century. 
We will at sometime upon this trip pass through that country so rich in points of historical interest. I r efer 
to Greece, the fat of the land. (Pardon this pun.) I hope to see Prince Constantine, the commander of the 
Grecian forces in the war now raging between the Greeks and the unmentionable Turks. 
Should 1 be so fortunate as to meet this valiant knight, I will present him with several SPIDERS fo r distri­
bution among his disgruntled troops, so that their faltering spirits may be cheered by the breezy humor of your 
tolerable tone, and their victorious banners, strength having been renewed, may wave o'er the ruins of Constan­
tinople. 
You will now understand my solicitude to obtain copies of your invaluable book. 
Hoping that you will appreciate the urgency of this request and use your persuasive powers upon the printer 
to hasten the publication, I remain, yours very truly, 
Richmond College, June 5, 1897. 
EDITORIAL NO TE.—The Editors beg leave to thank our honored Professor for the interest shown in our publication and appreciat­
ing the motives that prompted him in undertaking the introduction of the SPIDER in Europe, we wiil use our best efforts to hasten the 
publishers and make them get a hump on themselves. 
S. C. MITCHELL. 
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